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'Ytotes and '(f;omment
B y

On Laughter
month of the year,
A as I this
have done in many a
BOUT

bleak November, I tell my !-dareyou undergrads taking their first
course in philosophy some few
things about that prince of philosophers, Aristotle. To bring the
ancient peripatetic down to earth,
I dish out for the class some sweet
morsels like "man is a rational
animal," "man is a social being,"
"of all the senses sight gives us
most information," "all mankind
have an instinctive desire of
knowledge"-by this time even the
most dull-eyed and dispirited
members of the class all of a sudden take a liking to philosophythat is I think they do. But this
November I'll have a surprise in
store for the class. I'll quote Aristotle's sapiential saying about

T H E

EDITORS

laughter, to-wit, "That man alone
is affected by tickling is due firstly to the delicacy of his skin, and
secondly to his being the only
,animal that laughs. For to be
tickled is to be set in laughter,
the laughter being proliferated by
such a motion as mentioned of
the region of the arm-pit."
At this bit of wisdom the class
will perk up and think in unison,
"That's a new one. So man is the
only animal that laughs." And I
can see the smart aleck in the class
raise the question, "Professor, is
this true?" "Well," I will say hedgingly, "why-er yes. With reference
to a matter as important as this
I am a pretty good medievalist.
I believe with the peripatetics
that man alone is risus capax"the Latin will floor the class and
be another signal that I take phi-
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losophy seriously. Of course I
shall add that according to modern scientists laughter has occasionally been observed in monkeys. But I shall say also that
scientists fail to tell just what
stimulation is necessary to make
a monkey laugh. Then I'll suggest
to the class that a committee visit
the nearby zoo and ask the keeper
for permission to enter the cage
of the chimpanzee or gorilla-1'11
advise the committee to have the
keeper accompany them-and, permission having been granted, to
tickle the arm-pit of one of these
google-eyed curiosities and .to note
what happens.
Aristotle and his followers believed that laughter results from
tickling the arm-pit. Modern psychologists have demonstrated that
other stimuli may provoke it following the princi pie of the new
hedonism of the eighteenth century that the pleasure-motif is
only one of many stimuli which
result in action. For further proof
consult a popular comedian who
has never taken a course in the
metaphysics of laughter.
One such wholly unorthodox
stimulus came to me in a letter
addressed by the editor of the
CRESSET to all associate editors.
That letter arrived on one of the
first days of September when the
middle states were sweltering in
a sizzling heat. He wrote, "Get in
your Notes and Comments for the

November issue. This department
is still our Exhibit One problem:·
What guts, I thought, to expect
one to write a Note or Comment
in early September with the thermometer registering g8, which will
not appear in print before the
middle of November when the
first blizzard may be on the way.
It was ridiculous, comical, nay; it
wtfs risible. Nor did anyone tickle
my arm-pit to make me laugh. l
took the editor's letter and hurriedly disposed of it by shoving it
down to the very bottom of a
heap of other letters and decided
I'll make that editor wait. But
presently l' found myself writing
something for Notes and Comments. I discovered that laughter
is a stimulus and that it proliferates action. I question of course
the merit of any product induced
by the tickling of the arm-pit or
some other stimulus.
[Editor's note: We have here also a
clear reflection that man, even an asso·
ciate editor, can succumb to the debili ·
tating effects of heat. The editorial is
printed to demonstrate that at least one
of our editors belongs to the human
race. That is important.]

Education Becomes "Big
Business"
32 million have this
M oREfallthan
enrolled in the nation's

elementary, secondary, and higher
institutions of learning according
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to United States Commissioner of
Education John W. Studebaker.
This is a considerable increase
over last year, especially in the
lower grades of the elementary
schools.
The increase reflects the rise in
the birthrate during the early
4o's. It is predicted that in the
next decade more than 5 million
children will be added to our
elementary school population so
that the present figure of about 18
million youngsters from 6 to 13
years of age attending school will
grow perhaps to 23 million.
This situation has several significant implications. When the
upward surge reaches the secondary and higher levels, the physical facilities and teaching staffs
of high schools, colleges, and universities must be considerably expanded. The other problem is
provision for meeting the increasing demand for teachers. The
acute teacher shortage, which is
still giving grave concern, must
be remedied. Improved salaries to
meet the rising cost of living will
be one factor toward the solution.
However, a higher evaluation of
the teaching profession by the
general public as well as by individuals when they choose their
careers is of primary importance.
Society needs preachers and doctors and lawyers, but these professions as well as all trades and
useful occupations will flourish to
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the extent that our youth is guided by competent and consecrated
teachers. Here is one of our greatest current social needs.

Unattached Persons
is much concern about
modern family and its
problems today. However, another
class of people, the unattached,
are now claiming the attention
of those interested in social work.
Who are these people, and what
problems do they create?
Arnold M. Rose of Washington
University in the American Sociological Review (August, 1947)
presents a stimulating discussion
under the title, nLiving Arrangements of Unattached Persons."
These people are the men and
women living alone, not attached
to families. The 1940 census
showed more than 12 million unattached persons in our country,
which is better than nine per cent
of th~ total population and more
than fourteen per cent of the
population twenty years old and
over.
A large percentage of the unattached are men on a low social
and economic plane, many of
them unemployed, leading the
life of hoboes. They congregate in
areas of our large cities where
they find low cost living quarters
available. Their chief type of resiHERE

T the
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dence are the lodging houses,
some of them called "hotels."
These lodging houses range from
the room-type, where several heels
are put in a single room, to the
"flophouse," where lodgers sleep
on boards sometimes covered only
with rags or newspapers. Chicago's "Hobohemia," the West
Madison Street district within
walking distance of the Loop, has
a population of homeless men
fluctuating from 5o,ooo to 8o,ooo.
Sociologists and social workers
call attention to the need of providing sanitary living quarters
for the unattached found in
blighted areas of our cities. But
the problem has wider implications. These unfortunates need
moral and spiritual help. They
present a challenge to the Church.
Fortunately some religious organizations are realizing their. opportunities and are doing commendable work ·among the wrecks of
human society. But there is much
more to be done. A Christian who
has the example of Jesus before
his eyes cannot be blind and indifferent toward the social, economic, and spiritual needs of his
unfortunate fellow human beings.

snubbed expressions of today may
become part and parcel of the
choice diction of tomorrow. In
1785 an Englishman named Francis Grose published a Classical
Dictionary of the Vulgar Tongue.
The learned lexicographer was
one of the first authorities to give
house room to the word "slang"
itself. Among the slang words of
his day he mentions bay window,
bedizened, bet, bluster, budget,
churl, coax, cobbler, cur, domineer, eyesore, flabby, flog, flout,
fuss, gag, malinger, messmate,
slump, saunter, rascal, and trip.
In our time not even the most
hidebound of the purists would
take exception to these words.
Some slang is offensive and should
be despised, but much of it is
picturesque and decidedly to the
point. No one can argue it out of
the world. In many respects it is
an important part of the growth
and the development of a language.
Consider some of the new words
of recent years. Many of them
are slang; many are what the purists would be inclined to call respectable. Think of jive, schmalz,
boogie-woogie, groovey, cyclotron,
betatron, radar, price ceiling,
freezes, black market, boom-andbust, quisling, collaborationist,
New Words
, globaloney, Chicago piano, blood
yT Is risky to tum up one's nose bank, Molotov cocktail, Roger,
Jl at slang merely because it hap- flat-top, scuttlebutt, snafu, sad
pens to be slang. Some of the sack, and bazooka.

J.
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PILGRIM
((All the trumpets sounded for him on the
other side."
PILGRIM'S PROGRESS

BY

M.

EAR JoHN,

A few days ago I was in New
York. As the Lackawanna ferry
from Hoboken bumped its way
into the Christopher Street slip
an oce~n liner worked out of its
pier and headed down the river,
and to sea. By the time you receive this we will be among the
people standing alongside the rail
looking at the skyline of the city.
And to the west we will look out
over this broad land we love, to
a home in the quietness of a New
Jersey town, across the great industrial cities of the East, across
the mountains, to the cities and
villages of Illinois and Indiana
and Missouri-to a town in Michigan and a city in Minnesota-to
all the places where those whom
we love and who share our visions
of a world bound together by the
Cross have added to the memories
which will live with us for another seven years.
As the lights go on in the city
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we will know that we have come
once more to the parting of the
ways. The long night hours of
self-examination, of looking together at the Church and the
world in the light of what happened on a little hill outside another city long ago, will be over
for us. We will head out to sea
and turn our faces toward the end
of the road. It is a long road. We
will touch the shores of an island
that once ruled a large part of
the world of our childhood. We
will pass down along a continent
burdened with the sorrow and
suffering of millions of our brothers and sisters for whom the most
important thing in life has become a loaf of bread or an unbroken shoe. We shall see the
land again where the first great
missionary to the Gentiles died
and where many of our own countrymen now lie buried. We shall
pass within a few miles of the
small land where the world's re•
demption was brought about. We

A Farewell Letter
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shall turn right there and a little
farther on, if the day is clear, we
shall see M t. Sinai. The Indian
Ocean lies just beyond and we
will be on the home stretch.
We know how it will be at the
end of the road. The train will
cross the coastal plains and enter
our valley. The mountains wi11
rise thousands of feet on either
side. As we come around the edge
of the mountain over which the
moon rises we will strain our eyes
to see the minarets of our town.
They rise like slender candles out
of the sea of palm trees. The train
will stop at a station that looks
like a freight yard. The station
master will be there with his hastily tied turban slightly awry and
will ask us if we have enjoyed our
visit to America and if there is
going to be another war. We will
promise to come down some day
soon and discuss everything fully
with him. We will take the dusty
road that leads past the mission
church, the little Hindu Temple
and across the stream on the
banks of which the Hindus burn
their dead. vVe will look from
left to right to find familiar faces
along the road. The road turns
sharply then off the highway,
curves up the side of a hill and
ends. We will be home again. At
sunset of that first day we will
walk over to the side of the hill,
the side that faces to the east

down the valley to the sea. There
we will sit for a few moments under a margosa tree next to a grave
that bears the inscription, "Otto,
baptized into Christ 1931, risen
to life 1936." He was a great deal
like your son John. The same
light hair and blue eyes. It seemed
at times, when John was in my
arms, that Otto was here again
with us. He would be sixteen now
and he would not be going back
to India with us. We would commend him to God and leave him
here in America.
That will be home and the end
of the road. There will be friends
of all religions there with whom
we will share our experiences of
a year in America. There will be
the woman who lost her child in
cholera and turned to the Church
for comfort in her sorrow. There
will be the young man who took
the place of our son· in our hearts
and is now a teacher in the
Church. There will be the hundreds of little people of the countryside who have sat on the
ground in village chapels and
listened to the story of God's love
for the children of men. There
will be the pastors, two of them
already gray in the Lord's service,
who have been faithful comrades
in times of distress and sorrow,
tireless and unbroken in days of
epidemic and disease. We will sit
around in the moonlight after the

J
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evangelistic work is over and they
will ask questions about the
Church in America and its plans
to preach the Gospel to all men.
It is not always easy to answer
those questions, John. They do
not understand at once that the
Church in America, that the
Christians of the West, have many
important matters to take care of
besides obeying the command of
their Lord.
So it will be the end of the road
for us for another seven years. We
will both be older and closer t.o
our final home when we meet
again. We live much in the past
at the end of the road, not because life is not good and full
but because it is often lonesome
and the quiet night watches bring
up the days gone by.
Do you remember how Christmas used to come to the home in
New York? How the parlor at the
end of the long second floor hall
was closed for days and how we
had to line up according to size
in front of the door on Christmas
Eve? You were always at the end
of the line. But no one kept the
front place for long; there was
always another one along to take
the place of the youngest. Do you
remember the year I lit the cancUes on the Christmas tree and
the curtains caught fire? The fire
was put out with a handy supply
of wet diapers, but that didn't

7

save me from a whaling by Dad
in his Prince Albert. There was
a wonder about Christmas then
which has stayed with me under
the quiet stars in the Indian sky.
Do you remember the trolley
cars they put on the Tremont
Avenue line in the summer? The
seats ran the width of the car and
were open to the summer breezes.
The conductor used to swing
along the narrow plank on the
outside to collect the fares and we
often talked of how exciting it
would be if he fell off, but he
never did. It was always a great
event when, on the annual Sunday school picnic to Pelham Bay
Park, it was decided that the next
of the children in line was old
enough to have an outside seat.
That honor ran close second to
being allowed to be one of the
wise men in the Christmas program, complete with crepe paper
gown and gilded crown. Do you
remember the Christmas that one
of us received an air rifle and we
all retired to the choir loft in the
church and picked the col9red
balls off the church's Christmas
tree until we were caught by the
Sunday school superintendent?
What happened then is hidden
behind the merciful veil of forgetfulness.
These are some of the things
that come out of the dim past
when we return to our ·h ouse on

I
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the hill at the end of the road of
India. Our ways have parted long
since. It is no longer a question
in my mind who has chosen the
better part. The Church knows
no limitations of time and space,
of culture and civilization. Our
work lies beyond all these in a
dimension which eternity alone
will define, the dimensions in
which the naked human heart,
stripped of all its accretions,
stands before its God.
A half generation ago you stood
before two young people in a
small village church and urged
them to go out in the vision of a
transfigured Christ. That vision
has not grown dim over the years.
In the lonely nights and days and
years of our Indian life He has
come closer to us than He was
before, and the alternatives to
Him have lost much of their at·
tractiveness and power.
We do not return to Iridia now
because we dislike America. We
love this land of our birth, the
lights of its cities, the soaring
beauty of its mountains, the
sweep of its plains and the friendly warmth of its people. We love
the careless way in which it accepts things for which men in
other lands bleed and die and
then rises in all its might when its
liberties are threatened. We love
the gadgets which it devises to
simplify the process of living.

And yet there is in our farewell
to you an element of expectation.
We go back to a land where the
Church of Christ is in the warm
throes of its first love, where the
wonder of a God of love breaking
into the strain of history for the
salvation of man has not yet
grown dim. It is not respectable
to be a member of that church in
India. It is not profitable for this
life for anyone who has a stake
in the non-Christian society of
the land. It is only good for eternity at the moment. And that
means our church is different
from the American church. Our
members cannot do much yet.
They can only live as children of
God ought to live, they can only
love their neighbors and bless
their enemies. They are not good
at making up slogans and urging
each other to work for the coming of God's kingdom. They feel
the love of God in their hearts
and they can only go out to the
next house and the next village,
barefooted, to tell the good news
that has come to them.
It is' not always easy for us to
explain life in America to our
villagers. A desire for comfort and
for the good things of life they
can understand and appreciate.
But the acquisition of wealth and
property beyond one's personal
needs puzzles them. We live very
close to eternity in our valley. It

9
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is not often that the rains do not
bring cholera and typhoid and
other diseases. And we know when
we see a man's body on the funeral pyre with only a shroud
over the emaciated form that he
isn't taking anything with him.
Perhaps that is why we prefer to
work in order to live rather than
live in order to work. The last
word has not yet been said on this
point.
We are not completely shut off
from the rest of the world in our
valley. Occasionally a traveling
cinema concern will set up a tent
and bring one of Hollywood's
creations to our people. It is then
that we begin again at the beginning and explain very carefully and patiently what is meant
when men speak loosely of Christianity and a Christian country.
That, also, is not easy for us to do.
We go, this time, to a land
where a new power is making itself felt, where a frail old man has
with his patience and goodness
torn four hundred million people
out of the greatest empire the
world has ever seen. He wears
little clothes and fastens his dol-

lar watch to his shirt with a safetypin but he has destroyed the
British Empire. When people of
such nature become Christian the
world will yet see what the religion which bears the humble carpenter's name can do. Perhaps, in
our little valley, when we speak
of the love of God to the little
people of India, we are helping
to speed that day. Nothing looks
larger than that.
This will have to be all for another seven years. As each successive period fades into the past,
geography comes to be less and
less a matter of miles and more a
matter of the spirit and the heart.
Those who share the union of the
power and relevance of the Cross
of Christ in our time, though
worlds apart, live in close communion with each other. But no
physical proximity can erase the
gulf between those whose hearts
have room for something besides
the Cross.
If for some reason our paths
should not cross again I'll be seeing you at the end of the road.
Yours,
MICKY

-A timely study of the Marxist creed

The Communist Manifesto
By

pAUL

M.

BRETSCHER

year 1948 will mark the
T centennial
of the publication

The Argument

HE

of The Communist Manifesto, a
joint product of Karl Marx (18181883) and Friedrich Engels (18201895). Communists will take the
opportunity to stress the significance of this publication. Rightly
so. For in the whole realm of com-.
munistic literature, no other publication has exerted so potent and
far-reaching an influence as the
Manifesto. In A Handbook of
Marxism, the official manual of
orthodox communism, the Manifesto occupies the first place. The
last document in the Handbook,
"A Programme of the Communist International" ( 1928), is hardly more than an amplification of
the Manifesto and its application
to the international situation as
it prevailed in 1928. The "Programme" repeats verbatim sentences of the Manifesto and reiterates
its fundamental philosophic premises.
10

The Manifesto covers only
thirty-seven pages in the Handbook (pp. 22-59). It begins with a
brief introduction in which the
authors state the occasion for the
publication of the Manifesto as
well as its purpose. The chief
paragraph reads:
It is high time that the Communists should openly, in the face of
the whole world, publish their views,
their aims, their tendencies, and
meet this nursery tale of the spectre
of Communism with a manifesto of
the party itself.

The body of the Manifesto is
divided into four parts. They are:
I. Bourgeois and Proletarians
II. Proletarians and Communists
III. Socialist and Communist Literature
IV. Position of the Communists
in Relation to the Various
Existing Opposition Parties
In Part One, "Bourgeois and
Proletarians," the authors aim to

November 1947
show historically that the time
has come when the bourgeoisie
must be overthrown and replaced
by a new society, the communistic
commonwealth. The premise on
which the argument rests is stated
in the first sentence, "The history
of all hitherto existing society is
the history of class· struggles." Proceeding from this premise, the
authors show that modern society,
represented by the two classes,
bourgeoisie and proletariat, is the
historical product of feudal society with its lords and serfs. Responsible for this evolution are
the instruments of production
and the relations of production
developed in feudal society. These
economic forces, in course of time,
broke the fetters of the feudal
system, destroyed it, and inaugurated the present form of society.
But also this form of society is
doomed. It is even now fast disintegrating because of the same
factors which brought about the
dissolution of feudalism, viz.} the
instruments and relations of production. The bourgeoisie (capitalism) is becoming more and more
powerful, more and more oppressive, and the lot of the proletariat
is becoming more and more miserable and intolerable. Economic
forces are going out of bounds,
can no longer be con trolled by
the bourgeoisie, and are compelling society to surrender-not,
however, to a new dichotomy of

11

classes, but to a classless society,
the communistic commonwealth.
When the dictatorship of the proletariat has crushed the bourgeoisie, has firmly established itself, there will not be another
class struggle, but there will be
liberty and equality for all. This
new status is not achieved by
compromise with the bourgeoisie.
It is achieved only by force, by a
revolution. It is bound to come.
"What the bourgeoisie therefore
produces, above all, are its own
grave-diggers. Its fall and victory
of the proletariat are equally inevitable" (Manifesto} p. 36).
In Part Two, "Proletarians and
Communists," the authors seek to
establish the relation of the existing Communist party to the proletarians not connected with the
party. They say that the party has
no interests separate and apart
from those of the proletariat as
a whole. They are merely the
leaders in the class, "the most advanced and resolute section of the
working class parties in every
country." The authors then define and try to justify the specific
aims of the Communist party.
Toward the close, they list the
demands of the Communist party.
In Part Three the authors examine and criticize various forms
of socialism. They are: feudal socialism, petty bourgeoisie socialism, German or "true" socialism,
conservative or bourgeoisie social-
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ism, critical-utopian socialism and
communism.
In Part Four the authors urge
communists in France, Switzerland, Poland, and Germany with
whom and with whom not they
are to align themselves in carrying out the revolution. Marx and
Engels believed that the revolution would begin in Germany.
The Manifesto closes with the
rousing appeal:
. Let the ruling classes tremble at a
Communist revolution. The proletarians have nothing to los.e but their
chains. They have a world to win.
Working men of all countries, Unite!
(l'Yianifesto~ p. 59·)

The Metaphysics
The Manifesto was intended to
incite a revolution. It is a call to
arms. But it is more tl\an that.
It is also a declaration of the
grounds which, in the opinion of
Marx and Engels, justify the proletariat revolution. It is a rationale designed to kindle in the
minds of the proletarians the
heroic faith that they were about
to engage in a great crusade, in a
holy war which would result in
an emancipation never before
achieved in history and which
would lead them into the promised land of complete equality
and security.

Basic Ideas
It is customary to speak of four
basic suppositions which under-

lie the Manifesto. They are commonly referred to as the Marxian
dialectics, economic determinism
or historical materialism, the class
struggle, and the labor theory of
value and surplus-value. With the
exception of the last, which Marx
worked out in great detail after
1848 and to which he gave classic
expression in Capital (1867), the
first three suppositions are so
closely interrelated already in the
early writings of Marx and Engels
that it is difficult to tell which
originated first in their minds.
So much seems certain that
Marx was never interested in any
one of these suppositions per se;
that is to say, Marx never discusses them with the cold objectivity and impartiality of a true
scientist or mathematician. Rather, he uses them exclusively in
support of his program of revolution.
This is not to say, however,
that Marx and Engels may not
have been thorough! y persuaded
in their own minds of the truth
of their suppositions. If there is
anyt}:ling in the writings of Marx
and Engels which impresses the
reader, it is the assurance and
persistence with which both Marx
and Engels present their ideas.
Perhaps it was this profound belief not only in the righteousness
of their cause but also in the
rightness of their philosophy
which more than all other factors
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accounted for the almost immediate success of the Manifesto and
which to this day continues to
gain converts. As will be noted in
the following pages, these suppositions are subject to grave considerations. On the other hand,
the implicit faith placed in them
by orthodox communists seems
another indication that humanity
at large is swayed not by sound
and cogent reasonings and by
scientifically established evidence,
but rather by faith in a great
cause.

Marxian Dialectics
Marx had come under the influence of the Hegelian system as
a student at Berlin. The Communist Manifesto, since it was written for proletarians, makes no
attempt anywhere to define
in philosophical terms Hegel's
strange metaphysics. But one acquainted with Hegel's system soon
detects in the Manifesto a bright
reflection of the Hegelian dialectic process. It operates in the
Manifesto thus: the bourgeoisie
is the synthesis of medieval burghers and serfs. It is at the same
time a new thesis negating itself
and calling into being the proletariat. The conflict between the
p~oletariat and the bourgeoisie
culminates for Marx in a new synthesis, the communistic commonwealth.

13

It should be noted, however,
that ·whereas Hegel believed the
dialectic process to go on endlessly, Marx was persuaded that it
would come to an end in the
establishment of that commonwealth.

The Class Struggle _
A brief examination of the
premise that "all history is the
history of class struggles, and that
society was originally communistic," yields these results:
1) The assumption that society
began its course as a communistic
society is an unproven theory.
2) Granting that there have
been class struggles in the past,
the part which they played in
history is almost negligible.
3) The assumption that class
opposition is necessarily identical
with class struggle and conflict is
a theory. Opposites oftentimes attract each other. M. J. Adler puts
it this way, "Even Marx failed
to make this fine distinction: he
confuses opposition, which suggests compromise, with contradiction or complete negation. Certainly, the unity of opposites involves cooperation."
4) Marx's statement that "society as a whole is more and more
splitting up into two great hostile
camps, into two great classes directly facing each other-bourgeoisie and proletariat" is hardly
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factual. It is a case of the wish Sidney Hook is compelled to adbeing father to the thought. Even mit:
now, almost a hundred years after
If the facts of the class struggle can
the publication of the Manifesto, be successfully called in question, the
society is not split into two an- whole theoretical construction of
tagonistic groups. Society, at least Marx crashes to the ground.
in our country, is a network of
numerous groups, occupational, Economic Determinism
If one asks, "What is the propolitical, social, religious, educational-whose connections and in- pelling force in history? What is
terests are so interwoven that they the factor which exclusively or at
cannot and will not divide accord- least predominantly determines
ing to the formula of the class and shapes the progress of sociestruggle and the wishful thinking ty?" one must expect a great
of Marx. To speak of the rich variety of answers. Marx and Enand the poor, the haves and the gels were much interested in this
have-nots, the privileged and the question, and both arrived, each
underprivileged is legitimate only in his own way, at the same anwithin limitations. One glance at swer. That answer was: Not the
the federal income tax table im- ideas of great leaders, not social
presses one with the sober truth institutions, not prevailing idethat American society is divided ologies, not geographic environinto a wide range of categories. ment, not biological factors, but
The middle class (Marx's petty economic conditions, especially
bourgeoisie) is not disappearing, the method of production of the
but rather increasing in number, time. If, for instance, in different
income, wealth, and power, and, periods we have slave labor, then
if our interpretation of recent the feudal wind-mill, and later
events is correct, by no means in- the industrial steam-mill or factends to abdicate in favor of a tory, these will not only affect the
lives of the owners and workers,
revolutionary proletariat.
5) One cannot prove that all but also the institutions of the
societies must exhibit a uniform, period, and even the ideas.
In attempting to evaluate the
though uneven, social development from primitive communism theory of economic determinism
to slavery, from slavery to feudal- as expressed by Marx and Engels,
ism, from feudalism to capitalism, one arrives at conclusions such as
and from capitalism to socialism. the following:
In view of the above grave con1) One can hardly deny that
siderations, one understands why the largely monopolistic owner-
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ship of the means of production
by the property-owning class, on
the one hand, and the economic
dependence of the vast army of
wage workers and the unemployed, on the other, does affect
and to some extent mold the institutions, the laws, the economic
and political organization of society, the ideas of men and the
history of our time.
2) No one will deny that there
have been conflicts among men
motivated largely, if not altogether, by economic considerations.
3) But, as Harold J. Laski observes:
The insistence upon an economic
background as the whole explanation
(of social phenomena and development) is radically false. No economic
conditions can explain the suicidal
nationalism of the Balkans. The war
of 1914 may have been largely due to
conflicting commercial imperialisms;
but there was also a competition of
national ideas which was no point
economic. Historically, too, the part
played by religion in the determination of social outlook was until at
least the peace of Westphalia, as important as that played by material
conditions. Luther represents some-
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thing more than a protest against the
financial exactions of Rome. The
impulses of men, in fact, are never
referable to any single source. The
love of power, herd-instinct, rivalry,
the desire of display, all these are
hardly less vital than the acquisitiveness which explains the strength of
material environment.

And certainly, the Christian re·
ligion has in a tremendous degree
helped shape and determine the
course of history from the beginnings of the Christian era.
The fundamental aim of the
Manifesto was to tell the world
what Communism is and wants,
and to incite a proletarian revolution. However doubtful or false
its metaphysics are, the Manifesto
has, as a revolutionary document,
been eminently successful. After
a11, revolutions are not motivated.
and brought about by philosophical considerations. They are the
passionate outburst of pent-up
and deep-seated grievances. As in
Locke's Treatises, so in the Manifesto, the metaphysics are largely
an afterthought designed to justify, in Locke's case, a past revolution; in Marx's case, a revolution
still to come.

I
THE

ASTROLABE
By

THEODORE GRAEBNER

RED PRUSSIAN
It all began in a coffee shop
~on a downtown street in Berlin, in 1838. That was the real
beginning of the Bolshevik Revolution. The revolt of Lenin's conspirators in St. Petersburg, 1917,
when they shot down the Czar's
guard; the execution of the Czar's
family through hand grenades in
a cellar of Ekaterinburg; the defeat of Hitler before Stalingrad;
and the occupation of Berlin in
1945 by the Russians-all is traceable to the Professors' Club which
had its rendezvous in one of these
coffee houses of central Berlin.
They were all philosophers, faithful followers of Hegel, the masterphilosopher; they were all striving to revitalize in some way or
other the current interpretation
of the master. Now, a great philosopher is one who invents a
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"system" which provides a comprehensive answer to all or many
ot the "ultimate questions" -questions as to the. causes of things,
the sources of the history and
destiny of mankind, the engine
which makes the wheels go round,
the way the machine works. The
young professors and students who
met at the coffee house really did
not knuw what to make of the
Hegelian system. Even his language was a riddle. Seldom had a
philosopher written in such a
nebulous style, even in Germany,
and that was saying a lot. Seldom
had anyone expressed himself in
so many flabby words which had
no clearly defined meaning. And ·
not only were his words and sentences obscure, but also many of
his ideas.
But the matters discussed in the
Professors' Club mainly revolved
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about that jewel of the Hegelian
philosophy which is known as
"dialectic." The quintessence of
this theory was that humanity
does not only move upwards, but
that it does so along a set path.
Just as the path of every constellation follows an iron law of motion, so also does the path of the
human race. Even the march of
history is "dialectical." Everything "carries within itself the
seed of its own destruction." All
states of being and all institutions
finally and inevitably produce
their own opposites-and it is the
will of the great "It" that humanity take its upward way always and exclusively in a zigzag
from one negation to another.
But while the young men who
met in the coffee house found
most of this philosophy too deep
for their combined efforts, they
were all happily agreed on one
point at least. They were all convinced that there was much too
much God and religion in Hegel.
There was too much of it in his
books. To put it bluntly, the
"Professors' Club" was seething
with hostility towards God and
religion.
Among the men who sat, and
drank his coffee, and listened,
was a Jew from Trier, Karl Marx,
born 18 18 and now in his twentieth year. It was the Hegelian
philosophy in its application to
human society that made Karl
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Marx the father of communism
and of the Bolshevik Revolution.
It is only quite recently that
the life of this destructive genius
could be written. Only within recent times the complete correspondence of Marx and his intimate friend Engels has been made
available. From an earlier edition, published in Germany, hundreds of letters had been omitted,
in countless others whole sentences and even paragraphs were
cut out, because they contain material that would place Marx in
an unfavorable light. But Soviet
Russia about fifteen years ago
through the Marx-Engels Institute in Moscow caused a complete
and unexpurgated edition to be
printed. (There was an interruption in 1933 when two directors
of the Moscow Institute were "liquidated," one after the other.)
These letters which over a period
of forty years passed between the
two pioneers of communism are
now at our disposal and the true
Marx has now been brought into
the light of day. •
The philosophy which has given
us Lenin and the Bolshevik Revolution, as revealed in the correspondence of Marx and Engels,
•Much of this material, from which
we quote hereafter, has been made available to the English reader through The
Red Prussian, the Life and Legend of
Karl Marx by Leopold Schwarzchild,
422 pp., published by Charles Scribner's
Sons, 1947. Price $4.
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was not an original product of
these men. In their famous M anifest a they wrote: "The proletarians have nothing to lose but their
chains." That was taken from
Marat, the great terrorist of the
French Revolution. From Marat
they also took "The workers have
no country," and the famous
"Working men of all countries,
unite" came from the German exstudent Schapper.
From the year of its birth in
the coffee house the movement
was blaringly godless, atheistic.
"Let all the angels rally round
their old God, and let him have
mercy on himself," wrote George
Jung admiringly at this time.
"Marx will surely cast him down
from his heaven, and have the
law on him into the bargain."
The egg out of which came the
Bolshevik Legion of the Godless
with its anti-god museums in 2,ooo
Russian cities, was laid as early
as 1844. An article by Marx contained the verdict "Religion is
the opium of the people."

HAIL TO WAR, THE WOMB
OF REVOLUTION

~ Every evening they repaired to
~the inn to drink; and then, as
they emptied one bottle after another, Marx became gay, jovial and
natural. When he was in a good
mood, he amused himself time and

again with the same joke. He would
say suddenly to someone at the table:
"I am going to annihilate you," and
say it over and over, enjoying him·
self tremendously.

Destruction, annihilation, wading through blood to power-these
were the thoughts which predominate from beginning to end in
the letters of Karl Marx. From
the very outset it was clear to him
and his fellow plotters that the
communist revolution only stood
a chance amid the confusions of
war. The great, all-encompassing
end towards which Marx directed
all his intellectual and emotional
energies was the coming revolution. And whenever the sheetlightning of armed conflict played
on the horizon, he took heart-out
of war the revolution will be
born! Marx made no secret of the
joy of his anticipation of bloody
reprisals against the owners of
property. The instructions were
given out from his newspaper office in Cologne: "Far from opposing the so-called excesses which
the people in their thirst for revenge commit against hated individuals _and public buildings, we
must not only condone them but
ourselves lend a guiding hand.''
In all the documents in the early
age of communism every accusation that could rouse hatred of
the owners of property was dug
up. One can truthfully say that
the entire structure of commun-

(
November 1947
ism was founded on class hatred
in its first stage, when Karl Marx
made his efforts to unfurl the banner of revolution.
It can not be denied that the
character of Karl Marx held a
greater number of sinister and
repulsive traits than the character
of any man or woman prominent
in human history. Far from seeking to gain freedom for the masses,
Marx consistently held to the goal
of making himself master of the
race. His entire career was a struggle for power. A close observer of
him at a meeting of the Communist League, Lieutenant Techow, wrote: "I am convinced that
personal ambition in its most dangerous form has eaten away anything that was good in him." And
so throughout his career, to accept Marx as an associate in any
kind of political undertaking
meant exposing oneself to the
pestilence of his unscrupulousness
and lust for power.
Except only in his relations to
Engels, his career was an uninterrupted series of treachery and
plotting against friends. Whenever a man became prominent,
though he was risking his life for
the cause of communism, Marx
discovered proof that this intriguing fellow was trying to deprive
him of his leadership. He slew
his own agency, the German Social-Democratic party, with the
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cudgel of slander. And this ha~
been the record of communism
from that time to the present.
Says Leopold Schwarzschild in
The Red Prussian: "The whole
world round there was to be this
hatred which knew no bounds.
The whole world round there was
always to be the old Marxian recipe for the defamation of one's
brothers in Marxism: 'the party
has been sold out,' 'they have betrayed the movement,' 'they show
themselves as common scoundrels.' And the driving force behind this defamation was always
the same, the whole world round
-an insane desire for power and
domination." Hence the purges of
Lenin and of Stalin. Hence the
murder of Trotzky in his Mexican exile.
The early communists and the
most recent were at their deadliest
when they worked with the cold,
systematic thoroughness of persons
possessed. On the other hand, the
fury of the onslaughts of the new
communism in Russia against the
old Bolshevik leaders, since liquidated to a man, has its counterpart in the attacks of Marx upon
the anarchist Bakunin. A biographer says: "Never before had
even his genius for slander given
vent to such stupendous mudslinging. The numberless crimes, political and private, of which he accused Bakunin, exceeded anything
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that could be imagined." We begin to see the pattern-the striving for power by men absolutely
devoid of the moral sense, injecting distrust, hostility, and hatred
of all real friends of liberty into
the hearts of the party members.
From the beginning also, the
use of trickery and deceit. In Paris
Marx organized the local communists as agitators for a "Club
of German Workers," and they
were given remarkable instructions about the way in which they
were to agitate. Under no circumstances must it be apparent that
this affair had anything at all to
do with socialism or communism.
On no account must they use
words like "socialistic" or "communistic" -precisely the method
which is being followed in the
United States today. For a hundred years there has been the use
of "front organization" which
would in due time exhibit the
ferocity of the Red Prussian, and
never one forward move that was
not calculated to involve betrayal
and bloodshed.

COMMUNISM SCIENTIFIC?
£Although dealing exclusively
-with unproven hypotheses,
Marx and Engels 100 years ago
.b egan to promote the idea that
their theory was not based upon

abstract philosophical speculations, but upon concrete economic
certainty. They got into the habit
of calling "our theory" a "science." More and more they came
to regard what were pure hypotheses as "laws" -"immanent laws,"
"universal laws," "absolute laws,"
"coercive laws," "infallible laws,"
"compulsory laws," "natural laws
which work with iron necessity towards inevitable results." And that
is the stock in trade of the communist orator and pamphleteer
today.
Now, what was "the theory"?
Countless times it is referred to in
the writings of Marx and never
one single time is it exactly defined. In hundreds and thousands
of pages in his books, articles and
letters appear scattered particles
which belong to "the theory." But
Marx was never willing to make
a complete, unmistakable, authentic presentation of that discovery
which was, for him, "the leading
thread of all my studies." Operating with his theory, Marx at least
six times predicted world revolution to be right around the corner. But revolutions would begin,
predictions would issue from
communist headquarters that the
millennium of the "dictatorship
of the proletariat" was about to
break-when things would settle
down and communist hopes suffer
another shattering blow. There

J
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can hardly have been anyone in
Europe at that time who so unerringly . misunderstood current
political events as did Marx and
Engels-they made one completely false prophecy after another,
uninterruptedly and without exception.
What was the ideal of communism, then, as it is today? The
system as envisioned in the Communist Manifesto was one in
which everyone will be settled in
his own little niche, in which
everyone will be told what to do,
and there will be nothing for him
but to do as he is told and keep
his mouth shut. In this way, we
are told, we shall at last be
blessed with a perfectly rational
system, geared to supreme efficiency, and at the same time-why
not?-most beneficial to all and
sundry. It will be a system of regimented factory-workers, officeworkers, laboratory-workers, miners and farmers-all of them completely efficient, ideally disciplined, and of unparalleled productivity, evidently a super-Prussia, and a Prussia minus the ten
commandments. Nothing like it
has come into existence during
the century since the scheme was
hatched, and there is something
in human nature that will never
permit such a scheme to be realized, because it is a scheme based
on absolute subjection of a people

to autocratic masters. It is a
scheme based on such illogical
propositions as that which makes
every value in capitalist economy
exclusively created: and its magnitude exclusively determined, by
the work-hours of the manual laborers. The system assumes, moreover, that the capitalist is all-powerful-that he can treat the workers as he pleases. This, too, is a
travesty of the facts. The capitalist
can by no means treat the workers
as he pleases. The State and the
workers themselves prevent him.
And so there has never been a
communist state.
But what of Russia? Is not the
Union of Soviet Socialist Republics (USSR) a modern communist
state and a triumph of what Karl
Marx calls "my theory"? Let us
see.

~

THE COLLAPSE OF
MARXISM: USSR
£Far from being a monument
~ to "the theory" which obsessed Karl Marx in his life, Soviet
Russia is the final demonstration
of the futility of the communist
idea. Certainly, the Russian revo.
lutionary movement of 70 and So
years ago saw its ideals in the
Communist Manifesto. The revolutionists never received wide popular support, but in the Marxist
theory they found some pseudoscientific justification for their im-
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patience, for their categoric denial
of all value in the Czarist system,
for their yearning for power and
revenge and for their inclination
to cut corners in the pursuit of it.
Lenin's ideas were thoroughly
Marxian. His doctrine may be
summarized as follows: (a) That
the central factor in the life of
man is the system by which material goods are produced and exchanged; (b) that the capitalist
system of production is a nefarious one which inevitably leads to
the exploitation of the working
class; (c) that capitalism contains
the seeds of its own destruction
and must result eventually and
inescapably in a revolutionary
transfer of power to the working
class; and (d) that imperialism,
the final phase of capitalism, leads
directly to war and revolution.
Such were the thoughts that
existed in 1916. But what of Russia today?
The question is answered by a
very notable article entitled "The
Sources of Soviet Conduct," which
appeared in the July issue of The
Foreign Affairs Quarterly. The
writer was designated merely as
"X." Circumstances point to some
high-level official in the Department of State as the author. It is
pointed out first of all that Lenin's
communism, like that of Marx,
was entirely consumed with the
idea of overthrowing the existing

government. But there was no
program of any positive nature
that would follow the revolution.
It was immediately seen that one
Marxist idea would deeply affect
the subsequent stages-the idea
that the peasants are not of the
"proletariat." Yet Russia was more
than So per cent peasant, and the
individual kulak was also a private producer. Hence that terrible episode, the liquidation of
the land holding peasantry, when
the kulaks throughout Russia were
taken to the nearest market place
and murdered by a shot through
the spine. In this way the arable
land once held in parcels of from
2 to 20 acres by the Russian peasants was made public property.
Now what should have followed
was the elevation of the proletariat, the working class, into political power and precise! y this did
not happen. The writer in The
Foreign Affairs Quarterly points
out that "down to the present day
this process of political consolidation has never been completed
and the men in the Kremlin have
continued to be predominantly
absorbed with the struggle to secure and make absolute the power
which they seized in November
1917." This, nothing else, has been
the sum and substance of the Stalin rule.
The first law of Russia is that
no opposition to the Soviet lead-
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ers can be officially recognized as
having any merit or justification
whatsoever. Such opposition can
flow, in theory, only from the hostile and incorrigible forces of dying capitalism. And since capitalism no longer existed in Russia
and since it could not be admitted
that there could be serious or
widespread opposition to the
Kremlin springing spontaneously
from the "liberated" masses under
its authority, it became necessary
to justify the retention of the
dictatorship by stressing the menace of capitalism abroad. The
great value of the article of The
Foreign Affairs Quarterly is found
in the demonstration "that the
stress laid in Moscow on the menace confronting Soviet society
from the world outside its borders
is founded not in the realities of
foreign antagonism but in the ne-
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cessity of explaining away t,he
maintenance of dictatori'al authority at home." Thus it developed
that the "security of Soviet power
came to rest on the iron discipline
of the Party, on the severity and
ubiquity of the secret police, and
on the uncompromising economic
monopolism of the State. The
'organs of suppression,' in which
the Soviet leaders had sought security from rival forces, became in
large measure the masters of
those whom they were designed
to serve."
We conclude then that the legacy of Karl Marx to Soviet Russia
consists of two factors and of only these two: An unsatisfied and
insatiable lust for power., and the
need of fomenting war as a means
of keeping the great mass of common people in slave-like subjection.

~AND

MUSIC MAKERS

Sotne Treasured Recordings
(CONTINUED]

By WALTER A. HANSEN
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an uninspiring work have turned
many a potential Bach-enthusiast
into an outspoken Bach-hater?
Bach has become one of the
most popular ·of all composers;
but I venture to say that the Bach
vogue would be even greater than
it is if the blind worship of so
many of the Bachites were not
constantly standing in the way.
I confess that I am an ardent
Bachite. I have tried, however, to
steer clear of purblind veneration.
I never cease to marvel at the
great man's workmanship; but 1
realize that a composition-or a
part of a composition-may be as
dry as dust in spite of the finest
workmanship.
If I concentrate on technical
matters alone, I can listen with
bated breath to, let us say, Bach'~
Kunst der Fuge (Art of the Fugue)
in its entirety. If, however, I focus
my attention on other elements
embodied in this work from the

I shall resume my helter-skelter discussions of Richard
Wagner. Why is it that Johann
Sebastian Bach keeps creeping into almost everything one writes
concerning music which came into
the world long after the great
Cantor of Leipzig had been gathered to his fathers? Must one asscribe this to blind Bach worship?
I do not think so. The Bachian
cause has suffered much harm at
the hands of those who worship
without · discretion and, shall I
say, superpiously at the mastercomposer's shrine. Bach needs deliverance from the gushing of
many of his friends.
The effusive accolades of onetrack-mind Bachites have not added a single iota to the worth of
the great master's output. In like
manner, Bach's music is immune
to the most venomous attacks.
Is it not true that those who
maintain that Bach never wrote
24
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pen of the mighty contrapuntist,
I begin to doze. To me the Kunst
der Fuge is inspiring from a purely technical point of view; in other
respects some parts of it are as uninspiring as ditch water. Bach,
you know, did not always blend
his miracle-working craftsmanship
with inspiring subject matter.
Whenever he did succeed in doing
so-and he actually did succeed
more often than he failed-he
produced a masterpiece of music,
not a mere masterpiece of workmanship.
I dare not forget that there are
many who will say in all honesty
and in all seriousness: "You may
contend that the Passacaglia and
Fugue in C Min or represents a
perfect blending of craftsmanship
with inspiring subject matter. Or
you may declare that when Bach
wrote this work he took a somewhat commonplace theme and,
by the sorcery of his genius, combined it in such a way with fine
craftsmanship that the result was
a masterpiece of inspiring music.
You have a right to cling to your
opinion. To us it is, and remains,
as dry as Death Valley."
Is it my bounden duty, as an
ardent Bachite, to say that those
who do not like the Passacaglia
and Fugue in C Min or are outcasts-outcasts for whom there is
not the slightest shred of hope?
By no means.

I

25

Berlioz the Bach-hater
t\ I know that one can achieve
- · eminence in the domain of
music even if one's heart, soul,
and mind are filled to overflowing
with a dislike of the music of
Bach. Hector Berlioz, for example,
made important contributions to
the art of composition even
though he loathed everything written by Bach. On one occasion he
heard Liszt, Chopin and Hiller
play a Bach concerto for three
daviers. What was his reaction?
"It was heartrending, I assure
you," said Berlioz, "to see three
such admirable talents, full of fire,
brilliant in youthful vitality, united in a bundle to reproduce this
ridiculous and stupid psalmody."
After a performance of another
concerto from the pen of Bach,
Berlioz declared, "I do not think
they meant to annoy me."
Must one pity Berlioz, or should
one condemn him in the strongest terms, for being so violently
outspoken in his downright hostility to Bach? I myself do not
condemn this attitude of his without further ado; but I do have
some feeling of pity. Why? Because in the inmost recesses of my
heart I suspect that the redoubtable Hector, who never was on
fluent speaking terms with counterpoint, realized this imperfection in his equipment as a composer and, in consequence, shot
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venomous darts at the greatest
master of counterpoint the world
has ever seen. As I study the career
of Berlioz, I am forced to conclude that his intellect, razorsharp though it was in many respects, was not completely saturated with the virtue which one
caUs honesty. I have the firm belief that Berlioz said again and
again in his subconscious mind or
wherever else such queer statements originate, "I am deprived
of the Bachian grapes. Therefore
I must tell the world that they
are sour."
Yes, Berlioz tried his hand at
fugue-writing. If, by some concurrence of circumstances, you ever
have an opportunity to listen to
and see a complete production of
his dramatic legend entitled The
Damnation of Faust, you will
hear the carousers in Auerbach's
cellar sing an Amen Fugue. But
why did Berlioz introduce a fugue
-a strictly Berliozian fugue, by
the way-into the work? Was it
because he himself was fond of
that type of writing? No. It was
Berlioz' purpose to poke fun at
those who wrote fugues and, in
particular, to ridicule Bach, whose
music he, the fox deprived of the
grapes, could not abide. It is not
likely, however, that you will ever
have a chance to sit through a
presentation of The Damnation
of Faust in its entirety. The work

is seldom performed. In fact, the
average concert-goer's first-hand
knowledge of the dramatic legend
is limited to the following orchestral excerpts: Minuet and Will
o' the Wisp, Dance of the Sylphs,
and Racockzy March. Needless to
say, you will find no fugal writing whatever in these three selections from The Damnation of
Faust. They are masterpieces, and
this very fact causes me to wonder
how their composer could turn
up his nose in so supercilious a
manner at Bach.
Berlioz, therefore, provides us
with a picturesque example to
show us in all clarity that the
poisonous barbs shot by bilious
opponents cannot harm a single
hair on Bach's head.
Wagner, on the other hand,
shows us that effusive accolades
do not add a single iota to the
worth of the great master's music.
Naturally, you and I are always
eager to learn what one eminent
composer thinks and says about
the music of other eminent composers. Sometimes we discover that
veneration leads . to the spouting
of much unadulterated balderdash.
Balderdash walks arm in arm
with sound judgment in the following words which Wagner
wrote about Bach in 1865:
Let anyone who wishes to grasp
the wonderful individuality, power,
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and significance of the German spirit
in an incomparably eloquent image
but look keenly and thoughtfully at
the otherwise almost unexplainably
puzzling phenomenon of the musical
miracle man Sebastian Bach. He is
in himself the history of the German
spirit through that horrible century
during which the light of the German people was completely extinguished. Look then upon this head,
disguised in its absurd French fullbattomed wig, this master-a wretched cantor and organist wandering
from one little Thuringian village to
another, hardly known even by name,
dragging out his existence in miserably paid posts, remaining so unknown that it took a whole century
for his works to be retrieved from
oblivion; even in music finding an
art form already in existence that was
externally the perfect picture of its
time-dry, stiff, pedantic, like a wig
and pigtail portrayed in notes. And
now see what a world the inconceivably great Sebastian constructed out
of these elements! To these creations
I only refer, for it is impossible to
characterize their riches, their loftiness and all-comprehending significance by any comparison whatsoever.

Bach the Miracle Man

l\ When

Wagner spoke of Bach
"the musical miracle man,"
he hit the nail squarely and resoundingly on the head. By using
this expression he gave the answer
to a question which I asked at the
beginning of this rambling essay:
Why is it that Johann Sebastian
Bach keeps creeping into almost

tl as
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everything one writes concerning
music which came into being long
after the great Cantor of Leipzig
had. been gathered to his fathers?
Wagner's balderdash about
Bach-balderdash, mind you,
which was based on Bach worship
-did not harm the cause of Bach's
music, and his reference to the
Cantor as "the musical miracle
man" did not, in itself, add a
single cubit to the master's stature. The incontrovertible fact that
\..Yagner learned much from Bach
shows us far more clearly than
any of vVagner's words why Bach,
in spite of blind worshipers and
in spite of bitter detractors, continues to creep into almost everything one writes about music composed long after the great master's
death. One cannot deal comprehensively with Berlioz, the Bachhater, without paying some attention to Bach, and one cannot deal
comprehensively with Wagner,
the Bach-worshiper, without devoting a goodly amount of space
to the Cantor's miracle-working.
It is not my present purpose to
discuss Wagner's Die Meistersing·
er von Nurnberg in detail or even
in broad outline. I could dwell
on the work as a comedy and as
an admirable example of social
elrama; but what fascinates me
most at this moment is the miracle-laden prelude. Listen to a recording of this music as played
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by the NBC Symphony Orchestra
under Arturo Toscanini on a recently issued disc (RCA Victor
11-9385). The spirit of Bach is
conspicuous at all times in the
marvelous contrapuntal texture
of this music. One need not hesitate to say that the prelude to Die
Meistersinger could not have
come to pass had there not been
a Bach to point the way.
Some of the Bachian fugues are
merely wonderful fugues-nothing more. The workmanship
makes one stand agape, it is true;
but, apart from this, they are, to
me at least, utterly uninspiring.
At times, however, Bach was able
to devise fugues which, thanks to
the alchemy of his genius, cause
me to forget entirely that I am
listening to fugues. This, I conelude, is one of the most brilliant
indications of the Cantor's almost
superhuman skill. Whenever I
listen to a fine performance of the
prelude to Wagner's Die Meiste-r-

singer, I must pinch myself to
make sure that, in concentrating
on the wealth of beauty and
meaning embodied in the music,
I do not overlook the fact that,
at the same time, I am hearing
some of the most magnificent fugal writing that ever came from
the brain of a human being.
Yes, the spirit of Bach hovers
over the prelude to Die Meistersinger. Nevertheless, Wagner's music does not reflect the personality
of Bach; for in its melodic content the work is by no means
Bachian in character. It is Bach
the miracle man whose shadow is
mirrored in the prelude, and only
a miracle man like Richard Wagner could have mirrored so clearly and, at the same time, with
such startling originality a mirade man like Bach. If you do not
know the prelude to Die Meistersinger, you have missed one of
the most impressive of music's
many magnificent masterpieces.

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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RECENT RECORDINGS
JoHANN SEBASTIAN BAcH. Mass in B
Minor. The RCA Victor Chorale
and Orchestra under Robert Shaw.
Anne McKnight, first soprano;
June Gardner, second soprano; Lydia Summers, contralto; Lucius
Metz, tenor; Paul Matthen, bass.
Julius Herford, music consultant;
Richard Gilbert, recording director; Lewis W. Layton, recording
engineer.-At last there is a new
and thrillingly realistic recording
of one of the greatest of all masterpieces in the realm of music. Mr.
Shaw's command of the many and
manifold aspects of choral directing is awe-inspiring; his musicianship is profound. It is particularly
edifying to hear the fine choir sing
the sublime Kyrie, the majestic
Cum Sancto Spiritu, the tragedyladen Crucifixus, and the jubilant
Osanna. RCA Victor Albums 1145
and 1146.
RICHARD WAGNER. Siegfried Idyll; A
Faust Overture; Ride of the Valkyries, from Die Walkure. The
NBC Symphony Orchestra under
Arturo Toscanini.-Students of
Wagner's music can, to some extent, trace the master's development by proceeding from A Faust
Overture, with its growing pains,
to the wonderfully picturesque
Ride of the Valkyries and the ever
beautiful Siegfried Idyll. Toscanini,
of course, is a master-conductor of
Wagner's works. RCA Victor Album 1135.
BEECHAM FAVORITES. Overture ta
Prince Igor1 by Alexander Borodin

as completed by Alexander Glazounoff; Royal Hunt and Storm and
March, from The Trojans, by Hector Berlioz. The London Philharmonic Orchestra under Sir Thomas
Beecham, Bart.-Sir Thomas' readings are incisive; the recording is
excellent. RCA Victor Album 1141.
MoRTON GouLD. Minstrel Show. The
Minneapolis Symphony Orchestra
under Dimitri Mitropoulos.-Mitropoulos and the Minneapolis Orchestra make their debut on RCA
Victor records by giving a spirited
and clear-cut performance of a
work literally overflowing with
tricks of the orchestral trade. RCA
Victor disc 11-9654.
ARTUR RUBINSTEIN PLAYS SELECTIONS
FRoM THE Music oF ScHUMANN,
BRAHMS, AND LISZT. Arabesque,
Op. r8, by Schumann; Dedication,
by Schumann; Triiumerei, by Schumann; Dedication, by SchumannLiszt; Rhapsody in G Minor, by
Brahms; Hungarian Dance No. 4•
by Brahms. Artur Rubinstein,
pianist.-Rubinstein is one of the
few pianists of our time to whom
one may justly apply the overworked adjective "great." RCA
Victor Album 1149.
FRANZ LISZT. Concerto No. r, in E.
Flat Major, for Piano and Orchestra. Artur Rubinstein, pianist, and
the Dallas Symphony Orchestra
under Antal Dorati.-This is an
electrifying reading of the famous
Triangle Concerto. RCA Victor
Album 1144.
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For History's Peace
RUSSIA. A SHORT HISTORY. By
Helen Gay Pratt and Harriet L.
Moore. John Day Co., New York.
1947. 282 pages.
of Russian history have
long been familiar with the standard handbook by Helen Gay Pratt,
entitled: Russia from Tsarist Empire
to Socialism. Unfortunately, the first
edition was very limited and has long
since been depleted. That fact, plus
the events of the past decade, makes
the new edition all the more welcome.
More than half of the book is
devoted to Russian history since the
Revolution. The hundred pages
which treat the preceding period
are written in a sprightly English
sadly missing in most works on Russia. Since they are based on the best
English material available they are
on the whole quite accurate.
It is almost a maxim that historical accuracy and objectivity are
in inverse proportion to the recency
of the events reported. The authors
have, however, narrated the comQTUDENTS

~

plicated story of Soviet Russia with
a rare balance of sympathy and critical analysis. Many self-styled protagonists of the Soviet system will
be displeased by the honest treatment accorded the first Five-Year
Plan (pp. 171-92), while many Midwesterners will brand Chapter 11 on
"War and the Future" as Red propaganda.
In that chapter the authors state
their own view of the problem of
American-Russian relations. Having
quoted a Soviet journalist on the
problem, they continue:
This article exposes clearly enough
the historical legacy of suspicion which
motivates much that the Soviet diplomats do. Americans, too, have their
deepseated suspicions and prejudices
about Russia . . . . Unfortunately, history does not completely refute the fears
of either side. Only a determined effort
to resolve the frictions and to reject the
possibility of war can save both our
civilization and theirs (p. 260).

Through books like this it may yet
be that upon American-Russian relations there will rest what a great
historian has called "the peace of
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history," springing from an understanding of the historic roots of the
modern situation and the mutual
humility and repentance created by
such understanding.

In Praise of Slavery
JUST TELL THE TRUTH: The
Uncensored Story of How the
Common People Live Behind the
Russian Iron Curtain. By John L.
Strohm. Charles Scribner's Sons,
New York. 1947. 250 pages. Illustrated. $3.50.
ucH-TRAVELED

John L. Strohm,

who served as president of the
M
American Agricultural Editors' Association in 1946, wanted to see the
U.S.S.R. from the inside. After some
delay he received permission to travel freely behind the Iron Curtain,
which, according to him, is non-existent. He visited collective farms unescorted; he went through factories
and talked with workers; he "travel&d the war-damaged areas from the
Baltic and Byelorussia to the Caucasus and the Black Sea, from the
Ukraine to Stalingrad"; he had entrance to markets and homes. When
he began his journeys in the Soviet
Union, Minister of Agriculture Benediktov said to him, "Naturally, we
hope you will just tell the truth.''
There is no reason to suspect that
Mr. Strohm has told anything but
the truth about what he saw and
heard in Sovietland; but there is
abundant reason to conclude that
he does not realize that, in the final
analysis, his book contains vivid descriptions of the slavery in which the
masses of the U.S.S.R. are held by
airtight totalitarian power. Both the

text and the pictures are absorbingly interesting. In addition, Mr.
Strohm points out convincingly that
the people of the U.S.S.R. do not
want war. One wonders how long
and how earnestly they would desire
the lot which they actually have if
the Iron Curtain-which, according
to Mr. Strohm, is non-existent-did
not prevent them from knowing
about life as it can be lived in countries which are not enslaved by absolute totalitarianism.

Two More on Russia
VVHY THEY BEHAVE LIKE RUSSIANS. By John Fischer. Harper
& Brothers, New York. 1947. 262
pages.
STALIN MUST HAVE PEACE. By
Edgar Snow. Random House, New
York. 1947. 184 pages. $2.50.
LTHOUGH

they aproach the prob-

lem of Russian foreign policy
A
from somewhat different angles, these
two books agree remarkably in their
diagnosis and prescription.
Both see the chief problem of
American-Russian relations in mutual ignorance and consequent distrust. "No doubt," writes Mr. Snow,
"the Russians have tried to prevent us
from looking behind their iron curtain, but there is also evidence that
a smoke screen of our own making
sometimes keeps us from looking
out" (p. 62) . Fischer points out in
his chapter on the "Soviet priesthood" that as a result of strict training in Marxist dogma most products
of Soviet training are unable to free
their minds of certain set patterns.
Substantiation for this is to be found
I
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in Snow's discussion of the meaning
which Russians attach to words like
"democracy," "free speech," etc.
What is the solution? The title of
Snow's book indicates the thesis of
his third chapter, that war would
mean economic suicide for the U .S.S.
R. and political suicide for Stalin;
with this Fischer agrees. But peace
with Russia is not to be found in
spineless appeasement; for such a
policy will permit the Soviet leaders
to create a situation in which we
would be compelled to fight. Nor is
the way to peace in a unilateral
American interference in European,
especially Balkan affairs; for this will
only deepen Russian distrust of our
motives and drive the peoples of
Europe into the arms of the U.S.S.R.
If we are sincere in our desire for
peace, argue Messrs. Fischer and
Snow, we will resist Russian expansion, try to understand the psychology which makes such expansion important to the Soviet leaders, and
seek by every ineans possible to effect harmony between the two countries into whose all too unready
hands Providence has thrust the future of the world.
Anyone concerned with the international crisis will do well to study
the argument advanced in these two
books.

Russian Genius
PA V LO VA. An Illustrated Monograph edited by Paul Magriel.
Henry Holt and Company, New
York. 1947. 78 pages. $3.50.
HE poet shall not wholly die,"
Horace declared. But how shall
the dancer survive, who leaves no

T

poems, paintings, or statues? The motion pictures are now attempting to
record the art of some of our contemporary dancers; of Anna Pavlova,
however, there was made only one
cinema record-we must depend upon
still photographs and the written
descriptions of critics. In this monograph, which is one of a series on
dancers, Mr. Magriel has included
some sixty photographs, descriptions
by Carl Van Vechten and Marianne
Moore, and some autobiographical
pages by Pavlova herself.
She was born in St. Petersburg in
1882, an only child of poor parents.
At eight she saw her first ballet,
Tchaikovsky's Sleeping Beauty, and
immediately determined to enter the
ballet school, which she did two years
later, ten being the earliest age for
admission. "To enter the School of
the Imperial Ballet," she said, "is to
enter a convent whence frivolity is
banned, and where merciless discipline reigns. . . . Even after having
reached perfection, a Ballerina may
never indulge in idleness. If she
wishes to preserve what she has acquired, she must . practice her exercises every day. . . . For the dancer
rriust feel so perfectly at ease so far
as technique is concerned, that when
on the stage she need devote to it not
a single thought, and may concentrate upon expression, upon the feelings which must give life to the dances she is performing."
It was in these "feelings" as much
as in her technique that Pavlova excelled. She was devoted to what she
conceived as the dancer's purpose:
"to help those who come to see her
to forget awhile the sadnesses and
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monotony of life." Van Vechten's
critiques, written at the time of her
first performances at the Metropolitan Opera House, in 191 o, were an
attempt to convey to the public her
magic. "It is almost impossible to
describe the poetry of her dancing,"
he wrote of her in the lovely role of
Giselle. And on another occasion,
"Grace, a certain sensuous charm, and
a decided sense of humor are other
qualities which she possesses."
Many of the pictures are marred
by the awkward photographic techniques of earlier decades, and most
of those which show her in dancing
costumes give evidence that this superb artist was all too often forced
to appear in poorly conceived and
poorly mounted ballets. But such
photographs as those of GiselleJ ·the
SwanJ and Bacchanale reveal her
grace, as do the numerous ones showing her offstage-in her home or
garden.
The monograph is supplied with
a chronological table and a long
bibliography.

Still a Great Conductor
KOUSSEVITZKY. By Moses Smith.
Allen, Towne & Heath, Inc., New
York. 1947. 400 pages. Illustrated.
$4.00.

osEs SMITH's
created a stir in music circles a few
M
months ago. Even many of those who,
Koussevitz.ky

as a rule, are not deeply interested in
the ups and downs of music and
musicians became curious about the
book. It happened that Serge Koussevitzky, the famous conductor of the

41

Boston Symphony Orchestra, _found
Mr. Smith's volume exceedingly distasteful. Consequently, he tried, by recourse to law, to have the biography
suppressed.
Fortunately, Dr. Koussevitzky was
not successful in his attempt to keep
the book from the public. The court
decided that there were no legal
grounds to prevent the publishers
from marketing the volume which
Mr. Smith had written about the renowned conductor.
It was fortunate both for Dr. Koussevitzky himself and for the thousands who wanted to read the book
that the court ruled as it did. It is
true that Mr. Smith, who for a number of years plied the trade of a
music critic in Boston, shows clearly
that Koussevitzky, like all mortals,
has feet of clay; but this reviewer
has discovered no trace of animus in
the biography. Even though the eminent maestro emerges from its pages
as a human being with faults and
foibles, he remains one of the great
in his field.
Mr. Smith did not set out to write
a eulogy. It was his purpose to present, as well as he could, an accurate
picture of Koussevitzky. He was acquainted with the man about whom
he was writing, he had heard and
reviewed many of Koussevitzky's concerts, and he had discussed the famous maestro's strength and weaknesses with some of the members of
the Boston Symphony Orchestra and
with others.
It cannot be denied that what Mr.
Smith has written is by far the best
biography of Koussevitzky ever published. As the author himself says,
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the book is in no sense "authorized."
One must hasten to add that it is by
no means complete. Far from doing
damage of any kind to Dr. Koussevitzky's great prestige in the world
of music, it does the able conductor
a distinct service. As a matter of
fact, Dr. Koussevitzky did no small
amount of harm to himself by endeavoring to have the book suppressed.
After your reviewer had read the
biography, he determined to re-examine as thorough! y as possible his
own evaluation of the noted conductor's skill. He himself had never
looked upon Koussevitzky as a demigod; but he had said, in print and
by word of mouth, many scores of
times that, in his opinion, Boston's
orchestra had a great leader at its
head. Furthermore, he bore in mind
that years ago he had acquired and
cultivated the habit of using the word
"great" sparingly when speaking or
writing about music and musicians.
Mr. Smith's book told him much
more about Koussevitzky than he had
ever known. Besides, it did not deal
with the famous man and his achievements in the condescending and
scaldingly derogatory manner which
this reviewer had seen and experienced on numerous occasions.
Neither, one must add, did the volume dole out the effusive gush which,
unfortunately, is looked upon altogether too often as a high and helpful type of praise.
What was the result of the re-examination? Dr. Koussevitzky emerged
from it as a great conductor, just as
he emerges from Mr. Smith's absorbing and well-written book as one of

the truly great men in his field. As
said before, Koussevitzky, like all
human beings, has feet of clay; but
he is master among the few able
maestri of our time. Neither poverty
nor abundant wealth deterred him
from reaching his goal; neither obstacles nor excessive adulation prevented him from becoming a great
conductor. One ventures to conclude
that what Mr. Smith has written
about Koussevitsky will, in the long
run, help Koussevitzky far, far more
than Koussevitzky himself is inclined
to suspect.

Another League?
THE UNITED NATIONS. A
HANDBOOK ON THE NEW
WORLD ORGANIZATION. By
Louis Dolivet. Preface by Trygve
Lie. Farrar, Straus and Company,
New York. 1946. 152 pages. $1.75.
HIS

is an excellent if not indis-

pensable manual dealing with the
T
organization of The United Nations.

In eight readily comprehended chapters, the author presents the structure and purpose of The United Nations, its headquarters, the General
Assembly, the Security Council, the
Economic and Social Council, the
Trusteeship Council, the International Council, and the Secretariat.
The appendix includes the charter
of The United Nations, Statute of
the International Court of Justice,
Delegations and Personnel, and a
roster of the delegates to the first
Assembly in London.
The very term "The United Nations" has about it an aura of awe-

J
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somenesi, and it is likely that the
average individual not familiar with
complex organizational structure shies
away from even trying to understand
the set-up of The United Nations.
His fears will be dispelled when he
sits down for two solid hours and
immerses himself in this manual. He
will make the startling discovery that
one can understand and sincerely approve of The United Nations. After
that he will pay close attention to
all the publicity given in particular
to the General Assembly and the
Security Council.
If it is true as Mr. Trygve Lie,
Secretary-General of The United Nations, says in the preface to this
manual-as it surely is-"Those who
do not understand the ramifications
of our organization, the diversity of
its problems and the mechanics of
its operations can only too easily
become confused, and thereby discouraged, as they attempt, however
sympathetically, to follow its course,"
then this manual becomes in the
opinion of this reviewer a must book.
This is not the place to discuss the
underlying political philosophy of
The United Nations nor to point
out what appear to this reviewer to
be foregone conclusions that in
course of time even The United Nations will go the way of the League
of Nations. It is rather for Christians
to pray fervently that God may in
His mercy use this instrument devised by frail mortals in such a way
that there will be peace on earth for
a number of years during which time
the Church of Jesus Christ can
strengthen its stakes and lengthen its
cords.

As We Used to Be
MOREAU DE ST. ME.RY'S AMERICAN JOURNEY (I793-I798).
Translated and edited by Kenneth
and Anna M. Roberts. Doubleday
& Co., Inc., Garden City, N. Y.
1947. 374 pages. $s.oo .
HEN

George Washington was

President and cows and pigs
W
wandered on New York's streets,

Mederic Louis Elie Moreau, a French
politician, wrote, in diary form, his
candid observations of America. He
saw this infant country with the eyes
of an analytical foreigner, who
probed intricately into widely diversified subjects.
Moreau, born in the West Indies,
studied in Paris. During the French
Revolution, which he helped foster,
the author fled to the U. S. He was
a close associate of the French diplomat, Talleyrand, who was also in
exile, and who is oft mentioned in
this diary.
Moreau's American journey was
written in French and it remained
for Kenneth Roberts, eminent present day author of early Americana,
and his wife, Anna, to give the reading public an English interpretation
of this interesting and educational
work.
Philadelphia lost its honor of being the U. S. capital because of
"repeated and disastrous" epidemics
of yellow fever, Moreau reported. At
Princeton "sport and licentious habits are said to absorb the pupils more
than study" and at Columbia (which
had 100 students) "zeal is not particularly noticeable," this critic wrote.
There is much in this long dor-
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mant diary that bears a current connotation. For example, Moreau noted that there were many hasty, as
well as secret, marriages; divorces
were ~btained with "scandalous
ease"; children, in general, were
"naughty"; and many men were indifferent and carried on in an indifferent way.
Americans, the author explained,
lacked foresight; would sell anything
-house, carriage, horse or dog-provided the owner was offered a "tempting price"; and had an "exaggerated
idea" of everything they possessed.
While much of America was uncouth to this writer, who was extreme! y partial to France, he held
out a ray of hope for the struggling
land he was criticising when he observed: "At last I am on this hospitable soil, on this land of freedom,
this land which, if the inhabitants
are wise, should one day astound the
rest of the universe by its power and
perhaps impose upon the universe
the law of being happy like itself."
HERBERT STEINBACH

Illustrious Family
THE WALLACES OF IOWA. By
Russell Lord. Illustrated with photographs. The Houghton Mifflin
Company, Boston. 1947. 615 pages.
$5.00.
T

wouLD seem that Henry A.

Wallace needs no introduction.
IDoesn't
everybody know that he was
Secretary of Agriculture in the first
two administrations of President
Roosevelt? That he was Vice President during Mr. Roosevelt's third
term? That for about a year and a

half he served as Secretary of Commerce in the present Cabinet? And
doesn't everybody remember that as
Secretary of Agriculture Mr. Wallace
inaugurated Triple-A (Agricultural
Adjustment Act), defended by him
in the words:
The plowing under of ten million
acres of cotton in August, 1933, and the
slaughter of six million little pigs in
September, 1933, were not acts of idealism in any sane society. They were
emergency acts made necessary by the
almost insane lack of world statesmanship during the period 1920 to 1932 ....
To have to destroy a growing crop is a
shocking commentary on civilization. I
could tolerate it only as a cleaning up
of wreckage of the old days of unbalanced production (p. 366).

And doesn't everybody remember
that it was Mr. Wallace who promot·
ed the Ever-Normal Granary, free
school lunches, the Food Stamp plan,
and a host of other national regulations put into operation by the New
Dealers? Granting that Americans
have already forgotten about these
enactments, will they forget that it
was Mr. Wallace who gave currency
to the expression "the century of the
common man"? And doesn't every·
body know that though no longer in
the official family in Washington, Mr.
Wallace still has ardent admirers who
would like to see him become the
next President of the United States?
But there are many important data
regarding Mr. Wallace the average
American does not know but about
whicb he would like to know if he
is interested in the Roosevelt era. It
is a good thing that Mr. Lord has
gathered these data and pieced them
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together in this fascinating book. Mr.
Lord tells about distinguished antecedents in the Wallace family, dwelling in particular on "Uncle Henry"
Wallace, the grandfather of the present Henry Wallace. It was he who
founded Wallaces' Farmer which soon
developed into one of the leading
agricultural journals in the country,
who under the Theodore Roosevelt
administration served on significant
national committees, and who was,
so it was said, offered the position of
Secretary of Agriculture. The story
continues and tells about Henry
Cantwell Wallace, the son of "Uncle
Henry." This second Henry was
Secretary of Agriculture under Presidents Harding and Coolidge.
But Mr. Lord devotes the greater
part of his book to the life story of
the present Henry A. Wallace, son
of Henry Cantwell Wallace. He tells
of his youth and schooling in Iowa,
his many-sided interests, his successes
in agriculture, his excellent training,
his gradual rise to fame, and his rich
experiences on Capitol Hill. Nor
does Mr. Lord shy away from discussing Mr. Wallace's character and
personality traits. After reading this
book one is not inclined to agree
with those who have branded Mr.
Wallace a dreamer, a mystic, and an
impractical idealist. Had he been
that, he could never have achieved
what he did in those critical years
1932 to 1946. As the narrative runs
along, the reader becomes intimately
acquainted with a number of individuals whose names meant much in
the early days of the New Deal: M.
L. Wilson, Rex G. Tugwell, Raymond Moley, Chester C. Davis, Paul
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Porter, George Peek, Jerome Frank,
Milo Perkins, Jesse Jones, and others.
Obviously, Mr. Roosevelt himself
plays an important part in the closing chapters of the book.
One may not agree with Mr. Wallace's political creed. One may totally
disagree with his agricultural programs. One may disagree with Mr.
Wallace's present attitude toward
Russia and say with The Commonweal, "Mr. Wallace's misunderstanding of the jungle makes him useless
as a guide, in spite of his special ability at sounding the peace call." But
one dare not, after reading Mr.
Lord's book, accuse Mr. Wallace of
political shenanigans. If he so often
expressed sentiments in deeply religious terms, this is due largely to his
religious training and to the great
heritage left him by his grandfather,
once a Presbyterian minister, who
charged his grandchildren in his will:

I

I desire to express to my children and
grandchildren my mature conviction
that life is worth living, if it is lived
worthily, and that the supreme and perfect example of worthy living is the
everliving Jesus of Nazareth, who was
God manifest in the flesh.
Religion is not a philosophy but a
life. God cannot be apprehended except
by faith in the Father of All, manifested
in the details of daily life. I solemnly
warn you against a materialistic philosophy. Men who sincerely believe in the
fundamental teachings of Christianity,
but who are naturally lacking in emo·
tion, fail to enjoy the full comfort of a
Christian life, because they lack the
emotional experiences which others enjoy. I have passed through this experience. It was, I think, characteristic of
the members of our family who have
gone before. I began to live more worth-
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ily when I came to realize that feelings
are largely matters of health and circumstance, and the passing cloud is no
proof of the lack of sunshine above the
clouds. The attitude of God towards us
as revealed in His Word is the important thing, and not our present realization of His feelings towards us (p. 107).

Proletarian Fiction
TEMPTATION. By John Pen.
Translated from the Hungarian by
Ralph Manheim and Barbara Tolnai. Creative Age Press, New York.
1946. 616 pages. $3.00.
N WRITING

a politico-picaresque

novel, the author has attempted
Ito get
the best of both worlds. And
to some extent he has succeeded. His
inordinately sensational plot will not
disappoint prospectors in that vein,
and his political discussions, though
in jured by their violence, seem to
throw some light on the Hungarian
situation. The villains of the book
are the capitalists, though a large
percentage of the misery seems to
arise entirely apart from them.
Young Bela, the narrator, is the
unwanted son of a sixteen-year-old
peasant girl, Anna, whose acquaintance with Bela's father-"Handsomemike," the girls call him-lasted a
single evening. After his birth he is
farmed out to a procuress, Aunt
Rozika, at whose home he and his
young comrades are brutally treated.
From the ignorance and sensuality
of the life in his village he goes up
to Budapest to join his mother. Here
his days are divided into the hours
spent in the meretricious splendor
of the leading hotel and those spent
in the incredible poverty of "Angels'

Ground," a hopeless slum miles away
on the margin of the city. Feverish
thrills are offered in the hotel by
the presence of a beautiful and perverse woman, Her Excellency, and
some real joy enters Angels' Ground
with the return of Handsomemike.
From the degradation of the hotel
Bela seems about to be saved by
Elemer, a courageous young socialist,
whose life in the slum takes on a
temporary solidity through good fellowship and common efforts. But the
widening financial depression and the
increasing power of fascism soon undermine and topple everything. After
a series of atrocious incidents, ending in scenes of complete desolation,
Bela escapes from the country on a
Danube boat, hoping to reach America. As the border is safely passed he
and the young engineer, a fellow
proletarian, hear the order "Full
steam ahead."

Civil War Background
HORACE GREELEY AND THE
REPUBLICAN PARTY~ z8JJ·
z86z. By Jeter A. Isely. Princeton
University Press. 1947. 368 pages.
$4-50.
HE sub-title describes this volume
as "a study of the New York
Tribune." It is rare indeed that a
book of more than 300 pages will be
devoted to the record of less than
ten years of editorial expression in a
single newspaper. Yet no one can
understand the events which led to
the origin of the Republican party,
the election of Abraham Lincoln,
and the causes underlying the outbreak of the Civil War, unless he
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acquaints himself with the contributions of the Tribune editorials to
these notable events. It is all tied up
very much with the political thought
of Horace Greeley, and ·t he author
has made a study not only of everything Greeley wrote during this period-a task complicated by the fact
that there were three Tribune editions, the Daily, the Semi-Weekly,
and the Weekly-but has investigated
a great mass of Horace Greeley's
manuscripts in the Library of Congress and many papers of Greeley's
friends and enemies. Besides, the files
of more than 25 contemporary newspapers were consulted, and contemporary works and pamphlets of which
the titles alone fill more than 12
pages in this book were laid under
contribution. We are led into the
analysis of a very complex character,
not a perfect man by any means, denounced as time-serving and ambitious even by his gentler critics, revealing in the period preceding the
Civil War a mind fatefully divided
between personal expediency and the
public good.
The economical and industrial
change bulks large in the book.
Greeley knew that slave economy
was wasteful, that it destroyed the
fertility of the land, and that its
extension to virgin soil was necessary
to its existence. Restriction, therefore, would destroy slavery. It would
also create an economic and social
vacuum in the south which might
have frightful consequences for the
Union. Some positive economic doctrine was needed. Greeley considered
as immediate and necessary: the avail·
ability of free land as homesteads, a
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protective tariff, internal improvements, and increased immigration. In
his opinion success for the economic
system then prevailing depended upon his ability to convince the capitalist and worker alike that the Tribune
was solely concerned with their best
interests. He had a basic faith in
class harmony, in a closely meshed,
self-sufficient nation, and he was
blind to the conflict which was threatening between capital and labor.
Mainly, the influence of the Tribune
was in the direction of strengthening
the capitalist as against the worker
and farmer. As for the maintenance
of high wages Greeley placed utmost
reliance upon the migration of surplus workers to the frontier. He believed that the example of America
would attract all the Western Hemi·
sphere into its orbit of freedom, and
ultimately spread democratic institutions to all corners of the earth. In
stressing these ideals and continually
extolling the west as the working
man's heritage he unwittingly shaped
public opinion for the subsequent
success of collective bargaining. It is
easy for us looking backward to estimate the developments which had to
follow upon the industrial revolution
and we can excuse Greeley for believing that the "history of Human
Progress" was being written in notices of scientific and mechanical advancements.
Against this economic background
one is led to understand Greeley's
efforts for a peaceful settlement of
the slavery question, and his entire
misunderstanding of the spirit of the
south. The book ends with the catastrophe of the first battle of Bull Run,
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the first evidence for the staggering
cost in lives and treasure that both
the north and the south would have
to bear in the struggle over state
rights.
It was a hard slugging age in the
field of journalism. One sample will
suffice, an opinion which Jeremiah S.
Black of Pennsylvania, later Buchanan's attorney general, passed on to a
friend. "No greater service could be
rendered to the cause of truth," he
raged, "than by putting Greeley
where he ought to be. He is a liar
and the truth is not in him. He is a
mush toad spotted traitor to the Constitution. And he is a knave beyond
the lowest reach of any comparison
I can make. Shall this political turkey buzzard be permitted to vomit
the filthy contents of his stomach on
every decent man in the country
without having his neck twisted?"
For the student of the history of
American parties this is one of the
most important of recent books.

Art and Culture
APPRECIATION: PAINTING, POETRY ANP PROSE. By Leo Stein.
Crown Publishers, New York. 1947.
215 pages. $2.50.
~r

.. Stein s.ets
forth those of his Ideas which
A
have weathered a long life of quesT

SEVENTY-FIVE,

tioning. With his sister, Gertrude
Stein, he lived during the opening
decades of the century in Paris; at
their small home on the Left Bank
they collected pictures, entertained
artist friends, and worked at their
own pursuits-she at writing and he
at painting. After World War I Mr.

Stein married and has since lived
chiefly in Italy.
"Appreciation," he believes, is an
aspect of life that our present-day
education neglects in favor of the
intellectual aspect (understanding
and manipulating ideas), the practical aspect (manipulating instruments, and materials), and mere
"training." Appreciation "names all
the ways in which we regard things
that, to be of great importance, have
to be taken into our psychophysical
organism as a whole."
Art, he declares, is only one of
many means of appreciation; it "is
important only as an integral part
of culture, and that concerns appreciations of all kinds." Some of his
most interesting passages are those
in which he attacks various pretensions on the part of writers on aesthetics. He insists that art and genius
"are both common everyday things,
and are not essentially different in
their little and great occasions. . . .
A dainty package is a simple form
of the same kind of art as that of
Mondrian, just as a well-proportioned
box is a simple piece of architecture.
. .. Genius is srimply creativity, and
its opposite is routine." And he continues, "It is better to recognize creativity as something common and to
cultivate it generally, than to suppose that those who have it more are
different in kind. I believe that this
regard for genius in its littleness is
on the whole more important than
regard for its bigness. That will take
care of itself, but the little of it is
likely to be obscured."
In regard to specific artists and
their work, Mr. Stein makes many
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useful comments. He reminds the
amateur that all but a few paintings
by each great artist are faulty and
deplores "appreciation" based on
names only. He attacks the common
notion that Cezanne was an "innocent"; rather, this painter "was what
few good painters are, an intellectual, and he thought clearly and expressed himself precisely." Picasso
appears to him talented, but a "playboy"; the Spaniard kept himself going as an artist by becoming enthusiastic over new ways of exercising
his ingenuity. Matisse he considers
great. He judges Van Gogh as having seldom transcended the student
level and prefers the writings of this
unfortunate man to his paintings.
Probably the reviewer should add
that Mr. Stein writes in a straightforward style that anyone can read,
and in one passage he teases his famous siJter (who was still living when
he completed his manuscript) by
imagining Picasso in his "abstract"
period as murmuring: "A nose is not
a nose is not a nose."

Essays on the South
A SOUTHERN VANGUARD: The
John Peale Bishop Memorial Volume. Edited by Allen Tate. Prentice-Hall, Inc., New York. 1947.
331 pages. $4.50.
HIS anthology is composed of stories, poems, and critical essays
offered for the John Peale Bishop
Memorial Literary Prize Contest conducted in 1945 by The Sewanee Review and Prentice-Hall, Inc. The
essays, whether by southern or nonsouthern writers, were required to be
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on southern subjects; the poems and
stories were to be by southern writers.
These writers are all conscious of
the fundamental problem: What is
the South? Is it a place, or a people,
or a way of life? If a way of life, is
it present, passing, or past? Is it a
way that all might adopt, or is it a
doomed phenomenon? And if a people, which class?
In his essay, "The Southern Quality," Herbert Marshall McLuhan, a
Canadian scholar, attempts to distinguish between the passionate life
and the rationalistic life and to identify the one with the South and the
other with the North. He traces these
differences back through the history
of thought and notes through the
centuries the opposition between the
humanist and the dialectical mind.
In seventeenth-century England the
victory of the patristic party of the
Anglican Church "finally settled English Public School education in the
classical grooves of linguistics, history, and manners, and just at the
time when the Episcopal Church
early gained social and political predominance among the planters. . . .
Wherever this classical and forensic
education spread, it carried with it
the full gentlemanly code of honor,
dignity, and courtesy . . . In such a
society, uniformly agrarian, possessing homogeneity of education and
population, the aristocratic idea was
democratic. It is obvious, for example, that Jefferson's concept of democracy would have every man an
aristocrat."
In his essay on Robert Penn Warren, William Van O'Connor pursues
the same line of thought: "The
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Southerner feels that the ante-bellum
world which was destroyed . . . pos·
sessed values and a way-of-life in
which the needs of the whole human
being could be more readily satisfied
than they can be in our industrial·
ized society. He looks readily to his
past and is not so eager to cut himself off from his cultural antecedents." Malcolm Cowley, in his prizewinning essay on William Falkner,
points out that Falkner sees the
tragedy of contemporary southern
life as the substitution of moral confusion for a consciousness of moral
values.
The stories included in the volume, while conceding and even satirizing what is empty and mawkish in
the tradition, demonstrate what is
strong and natural in it against the
contrasting background of shallow
forms of rationalism and mercenary
triviality. In the prize story, Andrew
Lytle's The Guide~ the persistence
of a family type is shown, and the
true nature of his grandfather's character is revealed to a small boy who
had been deceived in this regard by
foolish educationalists. In Peter Taylor's A Long Fourth, mistress and
Negro maid are drawn together by
their parallel griefs, while the rationalists who have persecuted them are
lost in their own ineffectiveness.
McLuhan reminds us that "the
'cause of the South' is quite indepen·
dent of geography." According to
him, "one phase of the Civil War is
being fought over again in the North
today." He sees Chancellor Hutchins,
the humanist, "embattled against the
dialectics and educational technology
of John Dewey and Sidney Hook ....

Hutchins wants education for citizen·
ship in a limited society, whereas
Dewey wants education for a functional absolutist society-absolutist
because the society rather than the
person is constitutive of value."

Mind and Matter
THE REACH OF THE :MIND. By
J. B. Rhine. William Sloane Associates, Inc., New York. 1947. 234
pages. $3.50
IT possible for the human mind,
without the use of · any physical
means, to communicate with another
mind, or to gain knowledge of material things, or to move physical
objects? The ability to do the first
would be telepathy, the second clairvoyance, the third psychokinesis. A
generation ago probably no reputable scientist would have been willing
to go on record as even entertaining
the possibility of such psychic powers. But the situation has changed.
Dr. Rhine, of Duke University, who
has experimented in this field for
some seventeen years and has published several previous books on the
subject, claims in this volume that
the evidence for these powers is now
so conclusive that they must be regarded as scientifically established.
He gives a survey of the work that
has been done at Duke and elsewhere, of the methods employed, of
the results obtained, and of the significance and bearing of these results.
Dr. Rhine makes a strong case for
his contention. The conclusions
which he drew in his earlier publications were attacked from many
sides with reference to the mathe-
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matical and experimental techniques
which he employed. Since then the
American Institute of Mathematical
Statistics has approved the former
technique and the American Psychological Association the latter. It
seems impossible to deny that something very strange and significant is
under observation. Where the researches will lead, it is too early to
say. We are deeply impressed with
the evidence and can find no flaw
in it, but the studies are still in an
initial stage, and the factors in question are proving very elusive. At that,
the evidence already available points
to psychic powers which are at least
to some degree independent of space,
time, and mass.
It is evident that the claims advanced by Dr. Rhine are in conflict
with the doctrine widely held by
scientists that all reality is basically
physical. On his showing there is
something in man that transcends
the physical and operates according
to laws of its own. Because of the
revolutionary implications of this
conclusion most psychologists still decline to accept it. It appears to them
that it brings back into the world the
dualism which they have been at
such pains to exorcise and gives
ground for a spiritualistic interpretation of human life. Dr. Rhine tries
to reassure them on these points by
asserting that only a relative dualism
will result (whatever that may bel)
and by speaking scornfully of what
he regards as teachings of orthodox
Christianity. He does believe, however, that these researches show man
more and more in the light in which
religion regards him. It is also his
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hope that as the facts about man's
true nature become generally known
and accepted, a new era in the interrelations of men with each other will
dawn. This hope we cannot share.
Mere knowledge will never transform man. Only the power of God
can do that.
We shall, however, watch the development of these studies in parapsychology (as it is called) with intense interest, for they may lead to
results of surpassing importance.

Spirit of the Middle West
CORN COUNTRY. American Folkways Series. By Homer Croy. Duell,
Sloan and Pearce, Inc., New York.
1947. 325 pages. Indexed. $3.50.
HIS

book by Homer Croy is one

of the American Folkways Series,
T
edited by Erskine Caldwell. It makes

delightful reading for anyone interested in the American people and
what made them what they are. The
author is himself a product of the
"Corn Country" of which he writes
(Iowa) and the autobiographical portions of the book add zest and authority to the narrative. The corn
country of America includes the ten
states of Indiana, Illinois, Iowa, Missouri, Minnesota, Kansas, Nebraska,
Ohio, Wisconsin, and South Dakota.
Not as if other states do not grow
corn, but these states specialize in the
crop more or less. History, biography,
folk lore, humor, superstitions, statistics, and customs are deftly interwoven in the tale. Here we see the
claim-jumpers at work and how they
were checked. "\IVe learn of the first
hedge-fences and the later barbed-
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wire ones. The grasshopper plague is
vividly depicted. Other topics include: Horse thieves, the Rainmakers, Hog-calling and Hog-calling Contests, The Origin of the "Delicious"
Apple, how the 4-H Clubs were
started, what John L. Lewis's Home
Town thinks of him, Corn Belt words,
and the time when Antonin Dvorak,
the composer, lived and worked in
Iowa.
At the end of each chapter, Mr.
Croy adds an interesting yarn of one
kind or another, a bit of salt and
pepper the better to spice his tale.
The following is an example:
TO GET THE. RECORD STRAIGHT
This appears to be the truth of the
saying, "Go west, young man, go west."
The hero is Josiah Bushnell Grinnell,
a New York preacher. He went to
Horace Greeley and asked his advice.
Greeley, who had made a trip through
the Middle West, then uttered the famous words.
Grinnell followed the advice and finally arrived in Iowa, started a town, and
named it after himself. Then he started
a college and named it after the town.
When he died he left a will providing
funds for Grinnell College; also he left
an express stipulation that if liquor was
ever sold in the town, the land was to
revert to the Grinnell estate. There have
been, I understand, some close calls.
The complete statement of Greeley is
rarely given. Here it is: "Go west, young
man, go west. There is health in the
country and room to get away from our
crowds of idlers and imbeciles." He was
referring to New York.
The book is recommended to our
readers, old and young, most heartily, whether they live in the corn
country or not.

About Books and Bookmen
BOOKMAN'S PLEASURE. A Recreation for Booklovers, compiled by
Holbrook Jackson. Farrar, Strans
and Company, New York. 1947.
264 pages. $2.75.
HE

comment of Macaulay that he

T would rather be a poor man in a
garret with plenty of books than a
king who did not love reading, is an
apt theme for the miscellany before
us. Here is food for thought, on every
page. The 1945 British edition titled
Bookman's Holiday was affectionately welcomed in both England and
the U. S. This American edition deserves similar greeting.
Holbrook Jackson is recognized as
an essayist and critic (The Anatomy
of Bibliomania, The Fear of Books,
Romance and Reality, The Eighteen
Nineties, etc.). In spite of his business interests as editorial director of
the National Trade Press, Ltd., he is
primarily a bookman whose library is
rich in diaries, letters, memoirs, and
biographies. By omnivorous reading
in these books, he has culled significant passages from 366 modern authors and has . grouped these out-ofthe-way statements under 28 topics.
Some idea of the varied content
can be gleaned from these unconventional headings: Small Talk from
Helicon, Fill Up the Glass, At the
Shrine of Saint Nicotine, Bookmanship, The Art of Praise, and Plague
of Plagiary. The rest are routine,
such as Self-Portraits, Caricatures,
Specimen Days, Designs for Living,
Table Talk, etc.
This anthology shows what writers of
books think of their predecessors, their
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contemporaries, and themselves. It is not
meant to be a collection of entertaining
or elegant extracts but a mosaic made
up of selected pieces, mostly, I hope,
entertaining, and some even elegant.
The glimpses I have given of many
authors-what they looked like, where
and hdw they lived, how they worked,
played, talked, dined, loved, quarreled,
and died-are intended to make a composite portrait of a writer of books.

A good bedside companion for the
relaxation of browsing, Bookman's
Pleasure affords you as much or as
little as you like, as the spirit moves
you. Literary-minded individuals will
discover new light on such favorites
(who, incidentally, are most numerously excerpted) as Byron, Southey,
Emerson, Scott, Wordsworth, Boswell, Johnson, Macaulay, Elizabeth
Browning, Lowell, Tennyson. The
casual reader will feel like a bookworm on a holiday, with a generous
choice of intimate revelations, unconnected yet related.
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and Cleopatra, and Cymbeline point·
ed out in detail exactly why Granville-Barker was worth reading for
illuminating perspective of Shakespeare's playhouse intention and
stagecraft practice.
For a work instinct with its concept and apt to enlarge our vision,
we remain deeply in this late drama
critic's debt as the second and final
volume now adds five more Prefaces.
The Publisher's Foreword explains:
Because of the death of Harley Granville-Barker in Paris in August, 1946,
proof of this volume was not read by
the author. The Preface to Othello was
set from galley proof of the British edi·
tion, proofread by Mr. Granville-Barker
before his death. The Preface to Coriolanus was set from the author's manu·
script. The Prefaces to Romeo and Juliet, Julius Caesar and Love's Labour's
Lost are taken from the previously published British editions, with the exception of the analysis of the character of
Cassius in Julius Caesar, which the author reworked for this edition.

HERBERT H. UMBACH

Eloquence of the Bard
PREFACES TO SHAKESPEARE:
VOLUME TWO. By Harley Granville-Barker. Princeton University
Press, Princeton, New Jersey. 1947.
449 pages. $5.oo.
HEN the first volume in the
American edition of these provocative critical essays was printed
last year, reviewers generally were
agreed that a notable service had
been done the combined cause of
scholarship and the theater. Our own
review (see CR.EssET for May, 1947)
of the Prefaces to Hamlet, King Lear,
The Merchant of Venice, Antony

W

Comparison with the first volume
is inevitable. Format is identical. The
11 point Granjon type is attractive,
as before. Thicker paper stock makes
this volume actually larger in size
than its predecessor which has almost
a hundred more pages! The neat
gray binding with gold lettering does
not specify which volume is which
(though the dust jacket does). Five
essays are featured in both volumes,
but in the second set only Coriolanus and Othello are of fair, i.e., 15opage length. Such unevenness is not
a matter of quality, however; had the
author lived to finish his self-appoint·
ed task, also the short essays doubtless would have been expanded. Un-

54

The CRESSET

questionably the Othello exposition
is outstanding. There is no introductory essay.
In brief, the combined set of Prefaces constitutes the best handbook
for producing these ten plays. With
enkindled imagination plus a livelier
understanding the modern director,
actor, and audience will here findmore explicitly than in other numerous compends on the subject-how
Shakespeare made his plays move
people and effect dramatic success.
HERBERT H. UMBACH

A Christian Answer to Marx
MODERN CHRISTIAN REVOLUTIONARIES. Edited by Donald
Attwater. The Devin-Adair Company, New York. 1947. 390 pages.
$4.00.
WHAT THE CHRISTIAN CAN
CONTRIBUTE TO A BETTER
WORLD. Edited by William Scarlett. The John C. Winston Company, Philadelphia. 1946. 184
pages. $2.00.
ARL

tween the kingdom of God and the
kingdom of man.
In describing the thought of five
unconventional modern Christians,
the volume edited by Mr. Attwater
shows how thoroughly revolutionary
the Christian Gospel can be. The
five men discussed are: Soren Kierkegaard; Eric Gill; Gilbert Chesterton;
C. F. Andrews; Nicolas Berdyaev.
Two are Protestants (Kierkegaard,
Andrews), two Roman Catholics
(Gill, Cqesterton), and one (Berdyaev) is Eastern Orthodox.
In response to the call of the Gospel for holiness, these men felt constrained to denounce the cancerous
growths in the society which had
given them birth. But, unlike the
shallow revolutionaries of the Marxist school, they did so from the viewpoint of Christian faith. This gave
them a profound insight into the
nature of man and the nature of
society, and it prevented them from
offering naive solutions to which revolutionaries have often fallen prey. A
summary by the editor best characterizes all five men:

MARX called religion "an

opium of the people," and no
K
honest student of the history of organized Christianity will deny that
more than once the Church has been
the ally of the controlling group in
society and has often taken an attitude toward society and government
best labelled as "reactionary."
But that has been Christianity at
its worst. At its best, so runs the
thesis of both these books, Christianity is critical of the world in which
it stands-critical and painfully aware
of the tension which must exist be-

"I am the resurrection and the life
... the way, the truth and the life." I,
I, Jesus Christ, the dusty-footed prophet
from Galilee. I- not Caius Julius
Caesar Octavian Augustus, not Simeon
bar-Kokba, the patriotic leader of a
"resistance movement," not the Holy
Roman Empire and the Two Swords,
not the New Learning, not the prophets
of the Enlightenment and the Principles of the Eighty-nine, not Marx and
the Nationalization of the Means of
Production, Distribution and Exchange.
The world's greatest revolution is not
a matter of big names and big organizations and big money, it is not any

(
November 1947
political or social system or device or
"ideology": it is a Man-and to the
outward seeming of his day a man not
essentially different from his fellows:
"Is not this the carpenter's son?"
The Christian revolution can be theologized, leg·amized, devotionalized, modernized into "harmlessness," corrupted
into propaganda and partisanry, watered
down into nothingness: but it remains
for all to see in the earthly life and
teaching of Christ, recorded in the
scriptures and tradition of the Church.

This is one of the most stimulating books which this reviewer has
seen for a long time.
The volume edited by Bishop William Scarlett for the Protestant Episcopal Church is less satisfying, partly
because the essays in it are of such
uneven quality. Some of them are
excellent. Stringfellow Barr, the gadfly of American education, has
penned an incisive and thoroughly
Christian description of the Christian attitude toward society. Combining his own peculiar brand of ethical
prophetism and his acquaintance
with the problems, Reinhold Niebuhr discusses American-Russian relations from the viewpoint of a
Christian with an acute social consciousness. Eduard Heimann brings
profound political and theological
scholarship to bear on the relationship between man and the State, to
which he has also devoted an entire
book.
Disappointment comes, however,
when essays like that of Sumner
Welles on the United Nations or
even Arthur H. Compton on the
atomic bomb fail to relate the questions to a specifically Christian worldview. It is helpful to have the prob-
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!ems analyzed and the basic conflicts
exposed, but in a volume which
bears the name "Christian" one
would have a right to expect more.
Only when Christians begin to
realize the tremendous dynamic of
the Christian faith also for the problems of contemporary society and,
having realized them, discuss them
(and, having discussed them, act!)only then will the Gospel begin to
operate full force, as indeed it must
for the world as we know it to survive. For this task, both these books
will be useful.

Russian Religious Thinker
DOSTOEVSKY: A STUDY. By Janko Lavrin. The Macmillan Company, New York. 1947. 161 pages.
$2.00.

the impact of the crisis of
our time, the writings and
thought of Fyodor Dostoevsky (18211881) are receiving a great deal of
attention. They should, for Dostoevsky certainly has much to say to
modern America.
In interpreting Dostoevsky's significance for the contemporary world,
Janko Lavrin has done us all a great
service. He sees in Dostoevsky an
artist, a psychologist, a philosopher,
but above all a Christian. To an extent matched only by a few men,
Dostoevsky understood the nature of
the demonic in man and described
its social, intellectual, and religious
manifestations in such characters as
Ivan · Karamazov, Rodion Raskolnikov, Sonia, the Grand Inquisitor.
The power of God to change the
human heart is present, too-in Zosi-
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rna, in The Idiot, and in Dostoevsky's own life.
All of this Lavrin discusses with
relevant citations from the novels of
the great Russian, and with true understanding of the literary, psychological, and religious elements involved. He recognizes correctly that
consistently carried out, Dostoevsky's
insights and convictions are revolutionary. In this connection he comments: ·
Curiously enough, even the violent
revolution of 1917 would hardly have
succeeded had it not also been motivated by that universalism which Dostoevsky regards as the very quintessence of
the Russian national character. . . . A
rapprochement between Socialism and
Christianity is not only desirable, but
necessary. And if it does not take place
at the right time and in the right direction, then such a delay may ultimately be fatal for both. We stand at
ptesent at the most ominous cross-roads
in history. Dostoevsky's diagnosis can
help us to see at leaSt some of its
aspects in the right perspective, and to
shape out of our present chaos something better than what we are leaving
behind (p. 155).

Regardless of what one may think
of the social or theological value of
this analysis-and it certainly is an
over-simplification of the relationship
between Socialism and ChristianityLavrin does leave out of account the
very significant fact that despite revolutionary undertones, Dostoevsky was
a conservative, almost a reactionary.
As T. G. Masaryk has pointed out in
his A Study of DClstoevsky, the novelist's revolution ends in the monastery of Father Zosima.

But this objection does not invalidate the usefulness of an important
study of an important nineteenth
century thinker.

A Course of Action
OPERATION MOSCOW. By Christopher Norborg. E. P. Dutton &
Co., Inc., New York. 1947·· 319
pages. $3.50.
DRAMA packed with tenseness and
suspense is being enacted on
the international stage today. Competent and incompetent critics are
watching that drama. They rivet their
attention on every word spoken, they
observe every bit of action with bated
breath. Then they hand down verdicts and unburden themselves of
interpretations.
Christopher Norborg, a Norwegian
by birth, has the qualifications which
enable him to analyze the global
drama in a manner which is bound
to command attention and respect.
He received his training at the University of Oslo and was ordained into
the ministry of the Presbyterian
Church. In 1928 he came to the
United States as pastor of the Norwegian Seamen's Church. Later on
he was made an associate professor of
philosophy at the University of Minnesota. During World War II Dr.
Norborg served under General "Wild
Bill" Donovan as Chief of the Special Studies Section of the Office of
Strate~ic Services. After Germany had
been crushed, he became chief of the
Northern European Regional Section of UNRRA.
Operation Afoscow presents a crystalization of Dr. Norborg's conclu-
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sions as to the role which the Soviet
Union is playing in the suspenseladen international drama. The erudite author does not like that role.
Furthermore, he is convinced that
the nations which do not see eye to
eye with the USSR are not, at present, playing the parts demanded by
sound reasoning and thoughtful attention to the welfare of the world
at large.
To Dr. Notborg the great drama is
a dark and dreadful tragedy. The
only traces of comedy are to be discovered behind the scenes when Stalin and his Politburo smile superciliously and chuckle under their
breath because of their success in
hoodwinking the powers which hold
to conceptions of government dia·metrically different from the tenets
and the practices of the Soviet Union.
But this element of comedy is, in
itself, crammed with tragedy of the
most terrible kind.
It is impossible to understand the
role played by the Soviet Union unless one realizes that the Communist
Party, which holds sway in Moscow,
is radically different from ordinary political parties in two respects. First, it
has an international mission and an
international leadership. Second, it is
actually a revolutionary military organization and not merely a political party
in the conventional sense of that term.
Bound by an iron discipline and strict,
revolutionary rules of Kremlin centralism, this militant spearhead of a world
revolutionism thinks of the world as a
battlefield and defines its contacts with
this world in terms of strategic and
tactical positions and maneuvers.

The Soviet diplomacy is Machiavellian in principle and in system. It
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was Stalin himself who said, "Sincere
diplomacy is no more possible than
dry water or wooden iron." Fairness
and justice demand, however, that
eYery critic observing the great drama
and writing about it keep in mind
that Stalin is by no means the one
and only disciple of Machiavellian
tactics in the field of diplomacy. Unfortunately, some of those who are
trying to thwart Stalin's purposes are
themselves. addicted altogether too
stoutly to what Lenin advocated
when he said, "It is necessary . . .
to use any ruse, cunning, unlawful
method, evasion, concealment of
truth." One cannot, as Dr. Norborg
points out by clear implication, fight
the menace of Stalinism properly and
effectively by resorting to the pet
diplomatic practices of Stalinism.
Operation Moscow contains a
scathing indictment of totalitarianism as it exists in the Soviet Union
-totalitarianism which puts supreme
power in to the hands of a few selfish
men, degrades the individual, makes
cruel use of a vicious police system,
employs slave labor en a vast scale,
places an iron curtain between itself
and other nations, is bent in selfrighteous zeal on sovietizing the
world, and promises its subjects that
they will have a land of milk and
honey as soon as the ultimate goal
of communism has been reached. Besides, Stalinism has a persecution
mania, and this is one-but only one
-reason why it inveighs against other
nations, particularly the United
States, so venomously and wit}:l such
grim persistence.
How can Stalinism be curbed?
How can democracy be preserved in
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the world? Dr. Norborg declares that
"the prevention of aggression has
become the without-which-nothing of
democratic survival." National disarmament is a cruel hoax. The author of Operation Moscow believes
that "there is no alternative but for
the democracies to combine their
military forces in a police authority
of such overwhelming strength and
readiness for action as to make any
attempt against the peace suicidal."
In addition, there must be a spiritual front against Moscow. Cynics
assert that Christianity has long since
lost whatever power it ever had; but
Dr. Norborg maintains that Christianity, with its perspective of eternity and its insistence that man
should love his neighbor as himself,
can, and must, play an important
role in thwarting the designs of the
Kremlin. The author of Operation
Moscow points out that "the forces
aspiring to greater dignity must and
can unite to make this world safe
from the exploitation of man by
man" -not by war but by frustrating
aggression with unmistakable firmness and in this way keeping the
world at peace.

Modem Slavery
FORCED LABOR IN SOVIET RUSSIA. By David J. Dallin and Boris
I. Nicolaevsky. Yale University
Press, New Haven. 1947. 331 pages.
$3·75·
A vm J. DALLIN is the pen name
of David Yulievich Levin. During the Russian Revolution, he was
a right-wing Menshevik and remained
in the Soviet Union until 1921. After
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spending several years as a businessman in Germany, he came to New
York in 1940. Since that time he has
campaigned against the present Soviet government in speeches, pamphlets, and books, several of which have
been reviewed in THE CRESSET.
Forced Labor in Soviet Russia is
his latest work. It consists chiefly of
testimonies by various persons who
were, at one time or another, inmates of Soviet prison camps. But
these testimonies are woven together
with comments and interpretations
by the author which say more than
the testimonies. Two examples:
The utopian Communists of the early
years of the Revolution dreamed of the
time when man would cease being the
slave of gold and become its master.
The "realist" Communists of our days
are filling the swamps of the taiga with
human bones in order to get as much
of this very gold as they can lay their
hands on. Much has changed since those
early days of the Revolution. Much
water has flowed under the bridges.
Alas, not only water (P· 146).
The terrible truth is that out of
Russia's rich historical past the Soviet
leadership, after prolonged vacillations
and against opposition from within,
has chosen to revive the harshest, most
cruel and barbaric features, enhancing
them greatly, while crushing under its
heel the growths of freedom and humanism which had slowly appeared from
beneath the surface during the course
of the past century and which are
equally a part-the noblest, proudest
part-of the legacy of Russia (pp. 304305).

There is much valuable material in
this book, and those Russophiles who
seem to think of the U.S.S.R. as the
promised land will do well realistical·
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ly to consider the facts presented
here. But pervading the entire work
-the documents, the commentary,
the bibliography-is the author's own
political animus, which greatly colors
many parts of his presentation.
Forced Labor in Soviet Russia
should be read, but it must be read
with care.

Redoubtable Redskin
PONTIAC AND THE INDIAN
UPRISING. By Howard H. Peckham. Princeton University Press,
Princeton, N. J. 1947. 346 pages.
$4·5°·
LMOST a hundred years have
passed since the publication of
Parkman's classic, History of the Conspiracy of Pontiac. Since then whoever wanted to write on the great
Ottawa chief consulted Parkman. In
recent years, however, important new
source material has become available.
On the basis of a study of this material and of all the written sources
used by Parkman, including Parkman's own no~es, Mr. Peckham, Director of the Indiana Historical Bureau, now offers a new history of the
man who challenged the advance of
English settlers beyond the Alleghenies.
Peckham takes issue with Parkman on various points, the most im-
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portant being that of the "conspiracy." "There was," he writes, "no
grand conspiracy or preconcer~ed
plan on his part embracing all the
western tribes." Intertribal jealousies
would have stood in the way of such
a unification, had Pontiac attempted
it. Instead, making use of the teachings of the Delaware Prophet, Pontiac drew the three Indian tribes at
Detroit into a plot to surprise the
fort, and when that attempt failed
he stirred up what other tribes he
could and nearly succeeded in loosening the hold of the English on the
West.
Throughout the book Peckham appears as a painstaking, conscientious
historian, and his work is highly readable. He succeeds in bringing to life
one of the most interesting periods
of the American past. Contemporary
conditions and the reasons for the
disaffection of the Indians are fully
discussed; the characters of the chief
actors are unusually well drawn. The
author's final judgment of Pontiac
is that "he had a cause to defend, a
dream of life as it should be, and,
gambling on the possibility of success, he struck in the manner he
knew best." "His aims appear to us
today just and ethical, even though
his savage manner of warfare is revolting and his hope to maintain a
primeval wilderness on the edge of
civilization was impractical."

I
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READING ROOM
About Food
it is the high cost of
groceries. Or perhaps it is the
effect of the President's voluntary
rationingprogram. Or-most probably-it is a combination of the
two factors, together with the
frightening specter of hunger and
privation in Europe and Asia during the coming winter. At any
rate, an extraordinary amount of
space was accorded to the subject
of food in the journals during
recent weeks.
Thus, the Survey Graphic for
October, in an article by Sir John
Boyd Orr entitled "Food for All
Mankind," emphasizes the importance of concerted action among
the nations of the world in solving the universal problem of food.
The author, director general of
the United Nations Food and
Agriculture Organization, was instrumental in the creation of a
World Food Council at the recent
meeting of the F AO at Geneva.
Whether the excellent objectives
of this agency will be attained or
pERHAPS

By
THOMAS
COATES

not is a matter which only the future can decide. But, as Sir John
pertinently observes, "It the United Nations can't agree about the
_?ne simple fundamental aim of
food, there's nothing on God's
earth they will agree about."
The same issue carries a highly
interesting article on "Report
Cards for Restaurants," by Alberta
Williams. The problem of cleanliness and sanitation in restaurants has at last been effectually
solved by-of all places-St. Louis.
It appears that the Missouri metropolis has an aggressive health
commissioner by the name of J oseph Bredeck who, in the face of
multiplied obstacles and opposition, has succeeded in enforcing
rigid regulations in the interest of
health and sanitation in all public eating places. These establishments are graded as to the degree
of their compliance with the city
ordinances-and woe to the restaurant that displays anything less
than an "A"I "We rarely have to
resort to forcible closing," Dr.
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Bredeck says. "The public does it
for us; when a C is posted business immediately drops."
We read this article with a sigh
as we thought back upon our Seminary days in St. Louis, when a
constricted pocketbook subjected
us ever and anon to the dubious
though aromatic cuisine of The
Sign of the Greasy Spoon. We
fear that, according to Dr. Bredeck's standards, our favorite dining salon would have rated little
better than a "D." Who would
ever have pictured St. Louis as a
paragon of cleanliness?-Seriously, though, the plan is splendidand long overdue-and should be
emulated by every city. Hats off to
St. Louis and Dr. Bredeck!
~

American Ghettos
establishment of restrictive
covenants in many American
communities is an ugly manifestation of the race prejudice which
is still all too rampant in our land.
In the October Survey Graphic
Loren Miller shows how this practice flouts the Fourteenth Amendment of the Constitution-and yet
is continued with impunity,
thanks to certain devious legalisms contrived by the advocates of
racial discrimination. As a result,
many of our American cities are
blighted by virtual ghettos inhabited by Negroes or Orientals, who,
despite all of our vaunted princi-
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pies of freedom and equality for
every citizen, are denied the opportunity of settling outs!de those
areas. Bigotry is . an ugly wordand never more so than when it
seeks shelter under the cover of
democracy.
There is no greater champion
of the Negro's rights than Walter
White, executive secretary of the
NAACP. Although his skin is
white, his eyes blue and his hair
blond, he has chosen to remain a
Negro and to wage the long, hard
battle for justice for his race. He
tells his absorbing story ("Why I
Remain a Negro") in the Saturday Review of Literature for October 11.
~

Toward Normal Living
lfN THE Christian Century for Ocll tober 29 John Warren Day
comes to grips with the burning
problem of the modern American
home in a stimulating article,
"Family Living Can Be Saved."
Dr. Day, an Episcopalian dean at
Topeka, outlines a ten-point program for making American family
life happier and more secure.
While his ten suggestions are not
of uniform merit, he stresses the
basic importance of family worship and uriity of faith. His arguments, moreover, for . a federal
divorce law have obvious validity,
inasmuch as this plan would eliminate the evils of Reno and other
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shameless "divorce emporiums."
And this observation is worth remembering: "While one out of
every five secular marriages ends
in divorce, only one out of every
fifty marriages solemnized in
church ceremonies ends in divorce." That, obviously, is not accidental.
Closely connected with domestic tranquillity is the problem of
mental health. Dr. Brock Chisholm contributes a thorough analysis of this subject in the October
issue of Survey Graphic. He states
the issue in simple terms:
In order that the human race may
survive on this planet, it is necessary
that there should be enough people
in enough places in the world who do
not have to fight each other, who are
not the kinds of people who will fight
each other, and who are ... capable
of recognizing their own aggressive
reactions and redirecting those reactions in to useful . . . channels.

Dr. Chisholm's article is the first
in a series which the magazine will
feature on the general subject of
"Mental Health and World Citizenship." The series should be
well worth following.
~

Education-Or Else
whose job happens to be
As the administration
of an eduONE

cational institution, we read with
exceptional interest the devastating account of the educational
program at Annapolis by Ralph

Lee Smith in the October Atlantic. In "Why I Resigned from Annapolis," young Mr. Smith excoriates the system under which our
embryo naval officers are trained.
The sadistic "plebe" system is bad
enough, according to the author.
But what really gives a jolt is the
description of the Naval Academy's instructional procedure:
At the beginning of the year, the
midshipmen are issued printed assignment sheets in every subject.
These assignment sheets cover the
full semester's lessons, number by
number, day by day. I recall my
plebe year chemistry assigmpent sheet,
which even gave the assignments
inch by inch on the page, to the
nearest tenth of an inch! . . .
Every day, every man in the brigade studies exactly the subject matter covered by a set of numbers on
the assignment sheet. It doesn't matter if th~re wasn't sufficient time in
class to cover yesterday's work. He
studies today's work.
There is a library on the Academy
grounds, but its purpose remains a
mystery. No course at the Academy
requires any kind of individual research.
Teachers are changed every month
in every subject, and no teacher
knows his students. Like some fantastic Rube Goldberg machine, the
great intellectual mill grinds on. A
grade of 4.00 is 100 per cent. If a
man's grades add up to 2.50, he
passes. If they add up to 2.49, he
fails.

Shades of John Dewey I

Verse
The Clock in the City Hall Tower
Oh, it's nice way up here in the sky,
I can watch all the folks passing by
While my hands tell each minute and hour;
I'm the clock in the City Hall tower.
Folks don't know as they look up at me
That their faces tell stories; I see
Many pass that are happy and gay,
Some look careworn and saddened and gray.
First the Dads hurry by with their lunch,
I remind them they've time clocks to punch;
Then the kiddies go scampering to school,
Hope they learn well the old "Golden Rule."
All day long, from my place in the sky,
I can watch women come down to buy
All the things people feel must be had;
Now I wonder why some look so sad?
At the end of the day, when the sun
Makes the street look all gold, kiddies run,
Yelling, chasing each other at play,
Sure I think that's the best time of day!
Then at night when the sky turns to black,
And I've myriad light on my back,
Come the revelers, trying to think
They can chase cares with parties and drink.
Oh, the faces I see from my tower
As they look up to study the hour!
Some so happy and kind and serene,
Some I wish that I never had seen!
GERTRUDE

E.
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A SURVEY OF BOOKS
~------------------~-------------------HOME COUNTRY
By Ernie Pyle. William Sloane
Associates, Inc., New York. I947·
472 pages. Indexed. $3·75·
~oucH

Tm

dead, Ernie Pyle still lives
the hearts of millions who
learned to admire and love him by
r~ading his syndicated newspaper articles. The publishers have done the
public a real service by placing between covers a collection of the
things he wrote before the late war.
In those days he traveled about in
an old Ford and wrote about the
places he saw and the people he met
here in our own country. Sometimes
he wrote about famous people, but
usually it was about the common
man-garage mechanics, factory workers, cowboys,· aviators, policemen, or
hoboes, and the like. He had a way
of combining humor and pathos,
of sympathetically understanding the
people he wrote about, of describing
the places he saw and making them
live before the reader's eyes, that
give a zest to his writing so that people read what he wrote with appreciation and enjoyment.

. As he "covered the country" on his
JOUrneys and went also beyond our
borders, the reader is apt to find his
home town written about or some
friend or acquaintance. One of the
best stories is that about the late
Geo:ge Washington Carver, which
he mtroduced thus: "Never have I
met a man who towered above Dr.
George W. Carver in nobility or intelligent greatness. He was one of
the greatest men in the South; he
was a scientist; he was a Negro." Anothe~ int.e~esting account is the story
of hts VISit to Monlokai, the leper
colony, called in Hawaii only Kalaupapa, about thirty-five minutes by
plane from Honolulu.
The book is recommended to all
who, like Ernie Pyle, like America
and its people.

ONE BASKET
By Edna Ferber. Simon and Schuster, New York. I947· 58I pages.
$3·50.
HIS .is a collection of thirty-one
stones by Edna Ferber. Most of
the stories in this collection will be
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remembered by our older readers; for
the younger ones it will be a handy
way of getting acquainted with one
of the great story writers of our
times, whose ability in presenting
characters few writers have surpassed.
Among the stories included in the
book are the following: The Woman
vVho Tried To Be Good; Farmer in
the Dell; Long Distance; Old Man
Mimick; Gigolo; Home Girl; Mother
Knows Best; Keep It Holy; Trees
Die at the Top; No Room at the
Inn; and The Barn Cuts Off the
View. The volume will make a fine
Christmas present for some friend
or relative.

retells domestic crises, business deah
associated with the funeral monument work of her husband, and
homey matters. The second half of
the title promises more than this!
Here is some information about
the background of Thomas Wolfe's
stories and their family-inspired characters. Yet the 200 pages seem a lame
excuse for a book because the subject is a hybrid, meandering, sketchy
product that deserves merely a magazine's instalment form. Books confer
a kind of survival on their contents:
this book merits only incidental reading.
HF;RBERT H. UMBACH

THE MARBLE MAN'S WIFE:
THOMAS WOLFE'S MOTHER

FOREST OF THE DEAD

By Hayden Norwood. Charles
Scribner's Sons, New York. 1947.
200 pages. $2.75.
HIS "conversational biography" is
actually only a kind of monolog
by the original of Eliza Ga1_1t in Look
Homeward, Angel, Of Time and the
River, and other novels by Thomas
vVolfe. Journalist Norwood is the
almost silent reporter whose notes,
converted into presentable speech,
comprise the book.
The actual story of 85-year-old (she
died shortly before this book appeared) Mrs. Wolfe's life reveals her
to have been a: wiry and dominant
woman, with an inflexible determination, an overpowering gift of
speech, and a prodigious memory. A
rambling style of elderly reminiscence
recalls not so much about her literary son whose early death was a
blow to modern letters, but ·r ather
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By Ernst Wiechert. Translated by
Ursula Stechow. Greenberg, Publisher, New York. 1947. 135 pages.
$2.50.

RNST WIECHERT, a German Lu-

theran, in this book tells us of
E
the mental and spiritual struggle
through which he passed in the years
just before World War II. Then already a successful author, he refused
to support the Nazi program. As a
result he was under a cloud and
when he actually defied the Party,
he was sent to prison and from there
to the Buchenwald concentration
camp in 1938, where he almost died.
This was at the time when this camp
homed practically only Germans. He
tells his own story of these years in
the character Johannes in his book.
It is not so much "an indictment of
the hangmen as a memorial for their
victims, the people who had the
courage to resist and to give every-
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thing they had to fight for human
dignity and freedom." His words of
dedication of his book are significant: "To the dead-in memory, to
the living-in shame, to those to
come-in warning."

THE PRIVATE LIFE OF
GUY DE MAUPASSANT
By Ronald Kirkbride. Frederick
Fell, Inc., New York. 1947. 256
pages. $3.00.
UY DE MAUPASSANT is perhaps

better known for what he has
G
written, than for the manner in

which he has written it. His use of
many sordid themes has been perennially exploited by publishers who
praise him as a past master of the
risque and suggestive. The fact of
the matter is that de Maupassant was
a very ·able literary craftsman with
a keen gift of observation and an ·
effective reporter of what he saw.
Ronald Kirkbride has attempted a
psychological expose of de Maupassant. Any author who seeks the source
of an individual's life and talents
along the tortuous channels of the
mind treads on uncertain ground.
We cannot therefore judge just how
accurately Mr. Kirkbride has interpreted the actions and work of de
Maupassant backwards into the
thoughts and desires from which they
sprang.
Through a series of letters written
to an imaginary friend, de Maupassant is permitted to tell his own story
-a story of overwhelming passion
and ultimate disintegration mentally,
spiritually, and physically. Inter-

spersed among the final chapters are
letters written to another imaginary
friend by the woman who was instrumental in achieving his final destruction. In this manner the career of
one of the masters of the short story
is traced from the beginning of his
literary activity to its tragic conclusion.
The book also includes the stories,
"Boule de Sui£" and "La Horla,"
as especially significant and representative of de Maupassant's efforts.
"Ball of Fat" was the story through
which de Maupassant first gained
literary recognition, while "La Horla" is supposed to be an autobiographical sketch of the development
of the disease which carried him to
insanity and death. Interspers':ed
throughout the book are a number of
illustrations by Laszlo Matulay.

BOSTON-CRADLE OF
LIBERTY
By John Jennings. Doubleday &
Co., Inc., Garden City, New York.
1947. 335 pages. Indexed and illustrated. $3.50.
OHN JENNINGS is both historian and
novelist. Among his published
books are The Salem Frigate, Call
the New World, Next to Valour, etc.
In Boston-Cradle of Liberty he recreates the interesting years of Boston's history from 1630 to 1776, introducing his account with a brief
review of the Norse legends about
the area. As Boston played a vital
part in the Colonial era and in the
events leading to the War of Independence, the book is replete with
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well-told accounts of the years of
witchcraft, privateering, smuggling,
rum and slave running. We read of
Captain Kidd, the Codfish Aristocracy, Paul Revere, the Sons of Liberty, the Boston Tea Party, Bunker
Hill, and the Siege. The illustrations
are reproductions of old engravings.
The index is very satisfactory.

VAIN SHADOW
By Hartzell Spence. Whittlesey
House, New York. 1947. 428 pages.
$3.00.
HE

sixteenth century dream of the

Spanish conquistador who discovT
ered the Amazon River, and whose
story is told in Vain Shadow, shows
a likeness to the work of the twentieth century United Nations. Dreaming of a colony along the mighty
river in which there would be no
slavery of mind or body, no racial,
religious or social discrimination, the
colonizer and his three friends challenged the dogma and ignorance of
their time to make this Utopia a
reality. They perished with the dream
in their hearts.
Hartzell Spence, the author, takes
us on the initial voyage dowl'l the
Amazon, on to Spain to seek royal
funds for an expedition, and back
to the river, where our story ends.
The discoverer, illiterate in the tradition of the Spanish commoner but
gifted with an insight that makes for
great leadership, is aware of divine
leadership in his mission along the
river. His personal conflict with the
teachings of the Roman Church
strikes a parallel with the religious

upheaval current in that day brought
about by the reformer, Martin Luther.
The author does not evaluate the
success of these men in founding
their colony for free men, but rather
leaves that to history which has perpetuated their dream in the hearts of
peace-loving people. The book is a
romantic biography and does not
undertake the job of interpreting
history.
Mr. Spence's earlier best-selling
biographies proved that history can
be as readable as fiction. Vain Shadow
gives undisputed evidence of this
and proves his mastery of enriching
history.
HILDEGARDE HERFURTH

SHOW PIECE
By Booth Tarkington. Doubleday
& Co., Inc., Garden City, N. Y.
1947. 212 pages. $2.75.
admirers of the late Booth
Tarkington this book will be of
F
special interest because it is his last
OR

novel and was unfinished at the time
of his death. It has been prepared
for print bv Mrs. Tarkington together with her husband's synopsis
of the ending as he saw it would be.
It is a story of young people.
Booth Tarkington takes a principal
role in it as the author friend of a
group of youngsters among whom
Irving Pease is the shining star, taking the acclaim and adulation of old
and young as a matter of course. It
is Edgar Semple, however, the selfeffacing friend and companion of
Irving, who turns out to be the true
hero of the story.

Motion Picture
THE CRESSET

evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces

HEN the well-known music
editor, H. W. Heinsheimer,
journeyed to California to visit
his old friend, George Antheil, he
told himself, 'Til have a good
look at Hollywood." The results
of his observations are recorded
in two chapters of Menagerie in
F Sharp (Doubleday & Company,
Inc., Garden City, New York.
1947. $2.75), Mr. ·Heinsheimer's
fascinating volume of wise and
witty memoirs. The chapter titled
"Hollywood; or the Bases Are
Loaded" presents a vivid account
of the role which music plays
-in films as well as a searching
analysis of the special problems
which confront the composer of
film music. The chapter headed
"Deadlines, Click Tracks and
Stop Watches" contains a detailed
explanation of the complicated
process by means of which sound
and motion are woven together to
fashion the final print of a sound
picture.
¥r. Heinsheimer says:

W

For centuries composers wrote music for music's sake. They wrote it to
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be heard, not to be taken in subconsciously while your eyes are glued
to a picture, but to be heard with
your ears open and your eyes closed.
They wrote ambitious music that
strove to be great and to live !orever. No such dreams of immortality
will enter the offict; of a Hollywood
composer. His music is different in
its purpose, in its texture, in its form,
and in its technique. This is why it
has to be looked at with different
eyes, listened to with different ears,
and judged in a different frame of
mind. Music is the lavishly ladledout gravy without which no film dish
will be served. It is for the picture
like the air you breathe. You don't
notice it. You never think of it. But
just take it away and see what happens.

Music composed for films, Mr.
Heinsheimer continues, is background music, nothing more. The
score is so closely associated with
the picture that it has little, if
any, life of its own. Of the countless scor~s composed especially for
the movies almost none can lay
claim to real significance or stand
alone as independent and per-
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manent works of art. This is true
in spite of the fact that the major
studios have many able composers
under contract. It is evident, of
course, that the Hollywood composer is not a free agent. As a
rule his work begins after the entire picture has been shot, cut,
and previewed. Usually he has
n? influence on the script, the
dialogue, the photography, or any
other part of the picture. His music must be tailored to fit the
script, and timing must be accurate to the split second. Consequently, the composer can do little more than create atmosphere
and underline the rhythmic pattern of the picture.
Hangover Square, directed by
John Brahm, and Orson Welles'
~itizen K~ne are notable· exceptions to this general practice. Bernard Herrmann composed the
music for both pictures before the
scripts were completed. In both
films many important sequences
were cut to match the music in
order to achieve a complete blend.
ing of music and picture.
Mr. Heinsheimer believes that
_musi~ must be basically integrated with the action, the photography, and the entire structure of
a .picture. He says:
If ever the Hollywood composer
shoul.d be elevated to a position of
creauve participation in the making
of a motion picture, he would ad-
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vance a decisive step toward the
creation of a real film-opera, a music drama on the screen, conceived
and created with the same intensity
of .purpose and purity of intentions
as an opera of old. If one day a
composer of genius should enter this
new medium, the motion picture,
under the proper conditions, a nmsical-dramatic piece not less important than any opera of the nineteenth
century. could be created and could
bring the enchantment of opera, the
laughter and the tears, the enthusiasm and the thrilling excitement that
opera has been, is, and will be to
thousands, to the many millions of
the audience for the motion picture.

At first glance this may seem to
be a far-off and fantastic goal. But
is it? Perils of Pauline (Paramount, George Marshall) forcefully demonstrates the fact that
the motion picture has come a
long, long way since the days
when the blood-chilling serials
of the silent screen kept audiences
in a state of breathless suspense
and expectancy. Perils of Pauline
is a mad mixture of slapstick and
melodrama. Betty Hutton is excellent in the role originally created by Pearl White. She is ably
supported by a good cast. The
film is in technicolor.
The Ghost ffnd Mrs. Muir (2oth
Century-Fox, Joseph L. Mankiewicz) is a lighthearted and engaging excursion into the supernatural. Rex Harrison plays the
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part of the doughty sea captaiFl Fox, Gregory Ratoff) slowly but
whose shade haunts the charming steadily moves to an exciting cliseaside home in wqich he had met max. Ethel Barrymore makes the
with a fatal accident. Gene Tier- most of an unrewarding role, and
ney is the young widow, who re- Peggy Cummins is good as a pert
fuses to be daunted by the pres- young cockney show girl.
ence of a decidedly personable
Repeat Performance (Eagleghost. Obviously, this is all deLion,
Alfred Werker) is a ridicusigned for fun, with the accent on
the nonsensical rather than on ' lous and nauseating . mixture of
the lugubrious aspects of an un- fantasy and melodrama. It is utusual plot. The Ghost and Mrs. terly barren of artistic worth and
Muir was adapted from R. A. regrettably lacking in moral tone.
Gossip has it that Ray Milland
Dick's popular novel of the same
has
registered an emphatic protitle. Neither the novel nor the
play pretends to be profound. test against the insipid roles asThe ending, contrived for the pic- signed to him in recent pictures.
The Trouble With Women (Parature in Hollywood, is weak.
mount, Sidney Lanfield) clearly
Mother Wore Tights (2oth shows that Mr. Milland has a
Century-Fox, Walter Lang) pre- strong case. This is an undistinsents a screen version of Miriam guished rehash of the old yarn
Young's book of the same name. about the serious-minded profesThe story is thin and honey-sweet, sor and the snoopy girl reporter
but some of the vaudeville num- who sets out to see what makes
bers-filmed in riotous technicolor the professor tick. And vice versa.
-are excellent.
The Bachelor and the RobbyIn Cry Wolf (Warners, ·Peter saxer (RKO-Radio, Irving Reis)
Godfrey) Errol Flynn is cast-or, is moderately good lightweight
shall I say, miscast-in the role of comedy. The formula is a famila scientist whose secret laboratory iar one; it leans heavily on the
is the scene of strange and sadistic antics of a teen-ager. Cary Grant,
Myrna Loy, and Shirley Temple
goings-on. Shrieks, moans, and
are the principals in a highly
groans emanate from this house
competent cast.
of mystery by day and by night.
They Won't Believe Me (RKOThe audience suffers in silence.
Set against an impressive Radio, Irving Pichel) is a sordid
turn-of-the-century English back- and ugly tale of greed, illicit love,
ground, Moss Rose (2oth Century- and murder. In spite of good act-
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ing and skillful story-telling this
film has little to recommend it to
the mature movie patron. It is
decidedly not for children and
adolescents.
Brute Force (Universal-International, Jules Dassin) presents a
stark and brutal picture of life
within prison walls. Is there any
real justification for this type of
film? Brute Force is too ugly and
too depressing to be classed as
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entertainment; it is too warped to
be classified as an attempt to crusade for better conditions in our
penal institutions. It is distressing
in the extreme to think that children and adolescents cannot be
barred from this cruel and sadistic
film.
Christmas Eve (United Artists,
Edwin L. Marin) merits nothing
more than this warning: Stay
away!

o

ONE

who observes the world

N scene can escape the fact that
the ideas and plans of Karl Marx

only by rumor or reputation, as well
as to those who seek a quick review of
his obscure and muddl€d system. Dr.
Bretscher is professor of Philosophy
and New Testament at Concordia
Seminary, St. Louis. The essay, originally read as a paper to the Social
Ethics seminar of Valparaiso University, was prepared for publication by
Dr. Jaroslav Pelikan.

and Friedrich Engels are definitely a
factor to be reckoned with ip the
modern world, and will probably remain important for many years to
come.
November, 1947, is a good time to
call this to mind. For just thirty years
have passed since
a movement was
After Dr. Bretschlaunched which
sought to actualize
er's analysis, a critique of Marx and
the program of
Marxism is in
Marx and Engels
place. This is supin an actual complied by our vermunist state. Thirsatile and vigorty years after the
ous colleague of
Russian Revoluthe Astrolabe. His
tion, that state, so
column is a fearconceived and so
less indictment of
dedicated, comthe ruthlessness
mands a leading
and dishonesty unposition in world
derlying Marxist
affairs.
PROBLEMS
thought and action.
It is therefore
Several reviews also
laigh time for
CONTRIBUTORS
deal with various
Americans tQ unFINAL NOTES
issues raised by the
derstand the fundaRussian question.
mental ideologies
of the system which
opposes our own in
A few months
so many parts of
ago we presented an article on India
the world. It is time for Christians,
by the Rev. M. L. Kretzmann, Luthertoo, to realize the heresy of Communism and the menace which this an missionary in that far land. Before
doctrine constitutes for the Chris- returning to his work there, he
tian faith.
penned the letter which maps the
With tare objectivity, Dr. Paul M.
Pilgrim's detour for November. We
Bretscher discusses the basic docu- welcome his comments as a worthment of the Communist Manifesto
while side-glance at Ameritan life
of 1848. His discu~sion will prove
from the vantage-point of the Indian
valuable to those who know Marx road.
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